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PRLFACF. 
I have confined this thesis to Yeats's 
Poetry, and have mentioned his dramas and prose\ 
works only in passing. I have dealt with the earliest 
dramatic sketches in verse(Island of Statues, Mossda 
etc) in some detail, because they belong to the do- 
main of Poetry, and not Drama. John B. Jests 
exalted the dramatic form above everything else 
and condemned personal utterance as egoism, and it 
was to the dr._natic form tht young Yeats first 
turned. It has been difficult to steer clear of the 
Poetic Plays in E treatment of his Poetry, but the 
thread of his development is sufficiently clear even 
outside his plays. Drama/ he made into an elaborate 
ritual, and he subtilised dramatic speech to a 
disciplined movement, which gives it an incantation 
on the whole different from that of his Poetry. 
And in this respect he is very unlike some other 
modern poets. Take T.S.Eliot. Any passage at random 
from 'The Family Reunion' like: 
Spring is an issue of blood 
A season of sacrifice 
And the wail of the new full tide 
Returning the ghosts of the dead 
Those whom the winter drowned 
Do not the ghosts of the drowned 
Return to land in the Spring? 
Do not the dead want to return? 
yÁ 
Or 
A curse is like e child,formed, 
In a moment of unconsciousness 
In an accidental bed 
Or under en elder tree 
According to the phase 
Of the determined moon. 
A curse is like a child, formed 
To grow to maturity: 
Accident is design 
í.nd design is accident 
In a. cloud of unknowing. 
is just Lliot all over. It is possible to make 
good anthology of Lliot's poetry from his two plays, 
'Murder in the Cathedral' and 'The Family Reunion'. 
But not so with Yeats. 
I have treted the early poetry in more 
detail because th -.t was the period he was 'on the 
boiling pot'. The difference between the lyrics of 
the 'Wanderings of Oisin' (1RR9) and 'The :find -,.mong 
the Reeds' (1899) is considersb_ly greeter than that 
between 'The Fascination of whet's difficult* (1910) 
end the *Circus Animal's Desertion" (19:39). Once 
his speculationsgrew vivid, his poetry as well ES 
its expression crystallised_ into its modern form. 
From 1919 ('The Wild Swans et Coole') to 19.9 it 
5- 
matured und. =rew in strength, but did not undergo 
nny revolutionary chu n,e. 
I hsve endeavoured in criticising his 
early work to take stock of the reactions they caused 
on the nudience of the d-ay rather than jud1e them 
objectively from modern stnndsrds. His later work 
does not -llo such elaborate diagnosis and is a 
little terrifyingly near for more c^reful scrutiny. 
nd I have been e little afraid oft losing my bearings 
6 
INTRODUCTION. 
in J e out of the quarrel with others, 
rhetoric, but out of the quarrel with ourselves, 
poetry." 1'er Arnica Silentia Lunae. 
In Per P_mica Silentia Lunae, `Teats wrote -- 
',i. poet when he is growing old will ask himself if 
he cannot keep his mask and his vision without new 
bitterness, new disappointment'. Yeats's own later 
days are the most complete answer to it. His work il- 
lustrates how a poet should and can go on developin 
and it comes home to our mind all the more when we 
think of the many poets, (1lordsworth, for example) 
who have lived on past their best periods of poetic 
activity into an easy and peaceful senescence to 
versify mere platitudes or become the accepted teacher 
of the orthodox. That such a thing would have been im- 
possible in the development of Yeats would have been 
obvious to any one who has followed the internal con- 
flicts of Yeats the artist. His achievement is 
A 
natural 
and inevitable result of life of desire and conflict 
a desire for 'the abounding 
t -lit- erin' jet', conflict 
ítrl _. 6 erytn.iri that in d.isinte:rating his vision 
ch,,racter, conscience, speculation, philosophy 
checks spontaneous and intuitive expression. That 
desire ,a rl +het conflict have been all over Yeats; as 
also, like his fer John Yeats, a sense of the AI- 
incompleteness of all that he has done, a brooding 
over 
i 
, , ïns said or done long years 8;2o, 
Or thins I did. not do or say 
ut thou7ht that I might say or do. 
?urir.g his last days ..r -. Yeats remained an 
isolated f i ure in modern letters. »e had seen the 
world of his earlier days -;o and new world corne; yet 
was so live, so emotionally intact that he could ,.rasp 
the validity of the new world and take in its 
loveliness without quite being an interral pert of it. 
pis lest works sre consciously modern, even modernis- 
tic and we can trace many parallels in them to the 
youn;_estn_:lish poets. Stephen. Spender, Louis f,-ici.eice, 
even the rimericrn, Frederic rrokoschaet at the sini- 
ficant word rejecting superficiel and easy rhythms 
and patterns; Day Lewis and George barker use epithets 
in the latest Yeatsian manner. Yet his own rhythms have 
an intonation so unique, a texture so inextricably 
woven into his pest that they give hi l the stsmn of 
another generation. 
Yeats kept up with the tunes in his own way, 
was always up -to -date . lie had been throughout not only 
in touch with the literary movements of his time, but 
was deeply involved in those movements and with the 
peo-le who were part of them. Thus, though he conscio 
1.t.4 sought to root his poetry ih. Irish ballads and 
folklore at one time and to take his tradition from 
(Z1 
books (Blake, Shelf, Morris) we see that throughout 
his development he been influenced by contemporary 
writing; and writers. The poets of the Rhymers' Club, 
Ernest Dawson, Lionel Johnson, Arthur Symons, were the 
friends of his youth. In the middle period it was the 
Symbolists i°ho moved him most. nd in his lest phase 
he was en ardent admirer of Ezra round and would not 
have quarrelled with hi -I Or Eliot) for saying, "I qu to 
often write if I expected my reader to use his in- 
tclligence and count on its be;_r fairly strong"l. 
His earliest work was unashamedly of the 
' ei;_hties' . Lines li f-e 
Autumn is over the lone., leaves that love us, 
And over the mice in the bar &].y sheaves; 
Yellow the leaves of the rowan above us, 
And yellow the wet wild- strawberry leaves 
were e conscious imitation of Morris. There were echoe 
of Tennyson in lines like 
'Your eyes that once were never weary of mine 
Are bowed in sorrow under pendulous lids, 
Lecause our love is waning.' 
And then she: 
'Although our love is wanin=, let us stand 
By the lone border of the lake once more, 
Together in that hour of gentleness 
hen the poor tired child, Passion, falls ssleep: 
s 
1. Introduction to 'Active Anthology' - ed by Mzrs round 
 
How far away the stars seem, and how far 
Is our first kiss, and ah, how old my heart'. 
His keen interest in the Irish Literary Revival was 
also one of the predominant formative influences of 
those days. In 'Poetry and Tradition' he wrote: 
"V1hen Lionel Johnson, and Katharine Tynan (as she wa 
then) , and I bagan to reform Irish Poetry, we though 
to keep unbroken the thread running up to :-rattan 
which John O'Leary had put into our hands, though it 
might be our business to explore new paths of the 
labyrinth. e sought to make a more subtle rhythm, a 
more organic form than that of the older Irish poets 
who wrote in English, but always to remember certain 
ardent ideas and high attitudes of mind which were 
the nation itself, to our belief, so far as a nation 
can be summarised in the intellect. "1 Writing about 
the ideal theme in Celtic literature he quotes the 
'Mabinogion' in the essay 'The Celtic Element in 
Literature. The Bards "took the blossoms of the oak 
and the blossoms of the meadow -sweet and produced 
from them a maiden1the fairest and most graceful men 
ever saw; and they baptised her and called her the 
Flower Aspect' . his early poetry, thetWanderings of 
Ojsin and other poems, the kose etc., so frivolously 
1. P.95 Collected 1,uorks Vol. VIII (1908 edition) . 
2. P.214 Collected horks Vol. VI (1908 edition) 
decorative and, one might almost -say, elaborately 
erudite, moves in this world of dream. 
Then we see bis interest in Occultism 
gathering strength. ;e is more and .Tore preoccupied. 
with magic, visits haunted houses, calls on Madame 
Blavatsky, attends seances. Who could forget Mrs. 
Hinkson's description 'Willie Yeats was banging 
his head on the table as though he had a fit, mutter- 
ing to himself'? His interest in these things seems 
to bave :.eenpartly at least km a scientific curiosit : 
: could the spirits, allied to the fairies of Sligo 
J 
link him with the Great Memory that contains all true 
And partly an effort to create an alternative science. 
Huxley and Tindall, Duran and Bastien- Lepage did not 
satisfy him. be had rejected them in the name of 
imagination and emotion. The enemies of his soul, he 
called them, for they frustrated his craving for 
spiritual unity and dissolved the simplicity of re- 
ligion. A change of heart could come through nothing 
but religion, he declared. And in his effort to treat= 
an alternative philosophy he turned to Occultism and. 
ma,- is . "4e says in the essay on Magic 
I believe. 
(1) 'That the borders of our minds are ever 
shifting, and that many minds can flow into one anoth:r 
as it were, and create or reveal a single mind, a 
single energy. 
(2) 'That the borders of our memory are as 
shifting, and that our memories are e part of one 
great memory, the memory of Nature herself. 
(3) 'That this great mind and great memory 
can be evoked by symbols. 
"I often think I would put this belief in 
magic from me if I could, for I have come to see or 
to imagine, in men and women, in houses, in handi- 
crafts, in nearly all sights and sounds, a certain 
evil, a certain u_liness, that comes from the slow 
perishing through the centuries'x5f_a quality of mind 
that made this belief and its evidences common over 
the world". 
And then again, later 
"All men, certainly all imaginative men, 
must be for ever casting forth enchantments, glamo- 
urs, illusions; and all men, especially tramuil men 
who have no powerful egoistic life, must be conti- 
nually passing under their power. Our most elaborate 
thoughts, elaborate purposes, precise emotions, are 
often, as I think, not really ours, but have on a 
sudden come up, as it were, out of hell or down out 
of heaven.'' 
Yeats's own theory of symbolism (especiall 
the way he made use of it in his early symbolist 
poems) shows how closely related these beliefs are 
to it. He says "I cannot now think of symbols le 
than the greatest of all powers whether they are use 
consciously by the masters offmagic or half conscious Y 
t1 
by their successors, the poet, the musician and the 
artist. ,t first I tried to distinguish between 
symbols and symbols, between what I called inherent 
symbols and arbitrary symbols, but the distinction 
has come to mean little or nothin_.. Whether their powe 
has arisen out of themselves, or whether it has an 
arbitrary origin, matters little, for they act, as I 
believe, because the gre.atO memory associates them 
with certain events '-nd moods and persons. ':ihatever 
the passions of man have gathered about, becomes a 
symbol in the great memory, and in the hands of him 
th -t hes the secret, it is a worker of wonders, fa 
caller up of angels or of devils." 
These beliefs obviously have a French back- 
ground and the Protestant influence accounts, partly 
at least, for his wanderings among oriental philosoph.i 
and his dubious mysticism. But whether it was due to 
the exhaustion of the symbolist impulse or the 
extinction of the shallow inspiration of the Yellow 
Book Period, Yeats's poetic activity is lulled for a 
period and when he brings out a slim volume in 1910 
after six years of poetic sterility,it is full of a 
restlessness, a railing at all that has been distracts 
him. tie has seid good -bye to the Celtic Twilight, to 
Florence Farr and the psaltery. 
'The Green Helmet and other poems' reflects 
his venous activities (including his n-)litical ones 




of bitter conflict a picture of the inner struggle 
of the nineteenth century mind in an heroic form. 
That weariness with his art, that sense of the 
inadequacy of his inspiration in lines live 
. 'L line may take us hours may be; 
Yet if it does not seem a moment's thought, 
Our stitching and unstitching hes been naught.' 
becomes acute ;,.nd he even thinks of abandoning Poetry 
altogether. 
"f' ll things can tempt me from this craft of verse 
One time it was a woman's face, or worse 
The seeming needs of my fool- driven land ". 
When four years later in'Responsibilities end Other 
Poems' we get grumblings and more grumblings and rathe 
carelessly expressed instructions, critics began 
a little too hasttly to apply Swinburne's lines 
'For the crown of our life as it closes 
Is darkness, the fruit thereof dust.' 
to feats too. He went so fer as to 1 . rite -- 'I thin 
the common condition of our life is hatred - I know 
that this is so with me - irritation with public or 
private events or persons'. But conflict is energy 
and. by 1919 in a poem like 'Ego Dominus Tulle' we see 
the real Yeats emerging. He has created for himself a 
intellectual solitude. He has discarded all his 
earlier par:ephernplia and writes without the least 
shoddiness or ambiguity. 
The interrelation. of the development of 
his mind and the expression of it is a very interest- 
ing study. In e great poet a change inkquality of his 
diction always comes about as a result of a change in 
the nature of the theme. The greatest poets in any ag 
have always succeeded in finding; an idiom close enough 
to the world in which they live. During the fifty 
years of Yeats's poetic career the world has changed 
more thin once and Yeats's technique has developed in 
such a way that throughout his career he never has 
been out of date. 
The úandering.s of Oisin is a young romantic 
artist's work. The earlier version especially, is 
full of an over -wrought ima,_ery and long drawn -out 
descriptions. Four years afterwards he wrote 
"pith a rhyOUV that still echoed hilliam Morris I 
prayed to the Hod _lose ". Even the' hind Among the Heed- 
XL 
is full of the imagery ofA(Jeltic Twilight. tut 
by this period we see a definite change coming over 
Yeats's diction. Victor Hugo and Swinburne had so 
delighted him in his school days that his earlier 
poetry is full of a homantic Italian colour which he 
now works hard to :et rid of. He does away with arti- 
ficialities, redundanciesyfor the sake of metre and 
rhyme, inversions which even such a scrupulous artist 
like the late Hobert Bridges tolerated. It is an 
effort to create a naked simplicity of language, to 
make every word directly expressive and though every 
word is there to help the sense and not for any kind 
of ornamentation the whole has e wonderful emotional 
sense and poetic beauty. Speaking of the conventional 
language of poetry he had said 'I was weary of it'. 
He drops it successfully. 
Thus the ir.wortance of his eárly work is 
that it is that of a serious craftsman, probably the 
most serious of his day. He established the tradition 
of real verse and developed an individual rhythm. His 
later poetry is devoid of the dreamy hypnotic rhythm 
of his earlier verse. It has no incantation. But it 
has the idiom, the run of modern speech. It recognise 
the actual world, but holds against it an ideal of 
aristocratic fineness. 
In his last period his poetry becomes power 
ful, intellectual, evocative. It is full of a contem- 
porary awareness, a profound feeling for the destiny 
of Europe as in the lines 
Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold; 
.ere anarchy is loosed upon the world, 
The blood -dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere 
The ceremony of. innocence is drowned; 
The best lack all conviction, while the worst 
Are full of passionate intensity. 
The influence of politics on his writin -:s was almost 
s 
revolutionary and in this he reminds us of Goethe. 
The opening lines of Goethe's 'Vest-Oestlicher- 
Divan' written at a time of iuropean revolution, 
'Nord und West und Sud zersplittern, 
Throne bersten, Reiche zittern, 
Flüchte du, im. reinen Osten 
Patriarchenluft zu kosten! 
Unter Lieben, Trinken, Singen 
Soll dich Chisers Quell verjüngen' 
compares with 
At midnight on the Emperor's pavement flit 
Flames that no faggot feeds, nor steel has lit, 
Nor storm disturbs, flames begotten of flame, 
Where blood- begotten spirits come 
And all complexities of fury leave, 
Dying into a dance, 
An agony of trance, 
An agony of flame that cannot singe a sleeve. 
Yeats's whole development is reminiscent of that 
of Goethe. But Yeats goes further than him in 
renouncing his romanticism completely. 
'The Tower' is the work of a man who has 
known intellectual passion. He had said:'To speak 
of one's emotions without fear or moral ambition,to 
come out from under the shadow of other men's minds, 
to forget their needs,to be utterly oneself,that is 
all the muses care for.' The :roTth of his art is more 
than a mere maturing. If during his development he was 
experimental, uncertain at periods, it was inevitable. 
During periods of spiritual and artistic rebirth such 
things are inevitable. (Compare Shakespeare's "tea.sure 
for Measure "). But his Art has always had the honesty 
to keep growing and his work stands before us to -day 
charged with the quality of an authentic personal 
vision of life. 
On the occasion of Yeats's seventieth birth- 
day W.S. Eliot wrote in the Criterion: "I can think 
of no poet, not even among the greatest, .who has shown 
a loner period of development than Yeats 
Development to his extent is not merely 
genius, it is character; and it sets a standard1 which 
his juniors - should seek to emulate without hoping 
to equal." 
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masters, clever and drunken, wrote songs for their 
patrons, landlords of English name end race. They 
preserved the trEdition of savage satire and were 
constantly at odds both with the law and with the 
church. Yet what they wrote was live and vigorous and 
forms the germ of a national literature. 
Ireland produced a considerable number of 
important writers in the seventeenth and eighteenth 
centuries - Swift, Denham, Parnell, FarQuhar, Steele 
Southerne, tZoscommon, Boyle, Ussher, Berkeley, 
Goldsmith, Sheridan. And with all their differences 
they had one thing; in common - a strong Irish accent 
in thought and its expression. Ireland gave Swift 
his fierce hatred of injustice and that deep 
compassion for impoverished humanity so marked in his 
works. ihe poverty of Irish life: gave Goldsmith a 
fine sense of social values which raises him from the 
level of most urbane and artificial poets. It gave 
Burke a passion for justice which glows in his 
political philosophy. Dublin with its brilliant and . 
corrupt social life and inequalities of status and 
political control could not but fire the eloquence of 
Grattan and Curran. It must have been responsible 
in no small Yie=,sure for the pointedness of Sheridan's 
wit. 
Eighteenth century Ireland presented a 
2p 
scene of violent contrasts and into the midst of this 
conflict of Irish and -! ncrlis:h elements was born 
Thomas ivoore. Son of a Dublin grocer, loore made his 
name as Thomas Little and attracted the attention of 
no less a celebrity than Byron. A sensitive and 
accomplished master of verse, ioore intoduced certain 
Irish modes to English metre: besides bringing into 
his work a faint breath of the Gaelic spirit. The 
'Irish Melodies' gave Moore a European reputation as 
well as the title 'the national lyrist of Ireland'. 
Following in Moore's footsteps several younger Poets 
like Callanan, Walsh, George Darley caught up the 
cadences and imagery of Gaelic Poetry. The supreme 
example is James Clarence Mangan. The great mass of 
Man -an's work is very unequal, but at his best he 
reached great lyrical heightd. 'The Nameless One' 
his morbid autobiographical ballad has the troubled, 
vehement sincerity of Villon or Byron and his 'Dark 
Rosaleen' is ranked by Lionel Johnson with the 
greatest lyrics of the world. 
In the meantime scholars were laying the 
foundation of Gaelic scholarship. O'Curry, O'Donovan 
and Petri i were the greatest influences in this 
direction. The new scholarship left little mark on 
the somewhat meditative, impersonal work of writers 
like Aubry de Vere or Denis Florence M'Carthy, but 
certainly affected the work of the great Sir Samuel 
zr 
Ferguson. Sir Samuel i'er7-uson found Irish themes to 
fit "the euic largeness of his concerti.on" and he 
wps not slow to show his younger conternroraries the 
harvest bout their feet. 
i- bout this time too, a group of writers 
round the ' vatíon' newspaper was workin_ een the 
political consciousness of the oeonle. Politics 
played P very vigorous part in the moulding of the 
Litersry :cenais sence of I -eland-. Duffy, D' 1 -rcy IIcíaee 
and the other writers of the 'Nation' crow-) have 
hardly a place in pure literature. They v ere 
primarily -°reoccupied with politics. Líterrture to 
them was nothin >; like 9n end in itself. It w -s 
merely a tool. But they laid the seeds of rrce- 
consciousness on which new Irelsnd. , ^as to thrive 
later on. 
Thus the period after Berkeley and. Swift 
was one of transition. It was a period of experimen 
,ition, hard York, conflict of ideas end ideals. 
'r:od.ern Irish Literature traces its ancestry through 
Ferguson end. i'qsnpan to the early ,Te.elic Poets. The 
writers to the ' iation' were -pftriotic hut not 
national. r7avis rnd his followers expressed too 
limited. a phase of Irish life to justify so 
comurehensive f term. Ferguson and is.nc?an did away 
with the aggressive nationalism. of Davis and 
substituted a dignified sense of nationality in its 
place. The eighteenth century scholars and their 
successors Mitley Stokes, Standish Hayes O'Grady, 
xuno Meyer, Dr. Sigerson and others led the way and 
revecled to Irish poets and writers their ancient 
heritage. Several editions of Gaelic poets were 
published. Two great influences were Dr. Hyde's 
'Love Songs of Connacht' and the works of Standish 
O'Grady (the II). And it is interesting to note 
that their influences really worked in contrary 
directions. The 'Love Songs of Connacht' influenced 
the new school in the direction of a folk -simplicity 
whereas Standish O'Grady invested the heroic Irish 
Literature with a conspicuous glamour. 
By the close of the nineteenth century 
the Irish Literary Revival was an active and rapidly 
growing movement. And it had about it a group of 
writers as race -conscious in literature as the Gaelic 
League in education or Sinn Fein in politics. This 
race- consciousness was stimulated by the study of 
the old heroic literature and of folk poetry which 
never really died in Ireland. 
Ferguson died in 1886 and the same year 
saw the publication of Yeats's first work ' Mosada' . 
Yeats literally caught the Celtic spirit set free by 
Ferguson. Political turmoil and an extinct language 
had kept it _i_ risoned for a long while. 'L'he literary 
movement with its roots in nation- consciousness mifht 
have remained a phenomenon of political or antiquarian 
interest. " %eats's greatest service to Irish Letters 
was his persistent rejection of anything, commended 
solely by patriotic fervour. Aggressive patriotism 
and sincerity of motive by themselves could not make 
literature. Ireland was to learn from him an 
intellectual arrogance and a contempt for any kind 
f compromise. 
Z.3 
TH): ENGLISH AND FUROP±.AN L:ACKGROUND. 
In his 'Science and the Modern World', 
A. N. Whitehead analyses the Romantic Movement. 
The seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, he says, 
witnessed in Europe a great advance in the Science; 
of Mathematics and of Physics. The great astronomers, 
mathematicians, and physicists of the 'classical' 
period created a picture of the Universe as a 
machine working according to a well -regulated 
system obeying strict and logical laws. The poets 
and the writers of the period applied this 
conception of the Universe to society and dealt 
with society and human nature as a well -knit 
organisation. They tried to discuss social laws 
and discover the principles on which they revolved. 
The Romantic movement was a reaction against this 
mechanistic conception of life. 
Towards the close of the eighteenth 
century the poets began to feel the limitations of 
such a mechanistic conception of the Universe. 
It left out too much. The Universe was more mysterious. 
'The atoms of Democritus, 
And Newton's particles of light 
Are signs upon the Red Sea shore, 
Where Israel's tents do shine so bright:' 
wrote Blake who was not hiding his contempt of the 
physicists. Looking at himself, his mind, his soul, 
the Romantic poet could not find scientific order, 
but only chaos, conflict, turbulent insubordination. 
Blake, and later Wordsworth with prophetic intuition 
exalted the importance of the individual soul; and 
Byron pitted the individual's will against the mechanistic 
order of the physicists and the mathematicians. The 
Romantic Movement meant the emergence of the 
Individual, and the Romantic poet turned from mankind ! 
and society,treated as a whole, to the scrutiny 
of the individual soul. 
The scientific spirit had given language 
precision, clarity and pattern. The rationalism 
had penetrated into every recess of thought. The 
Royal Society's efforts in the seventeenth century 
towards establishing clarity of expression were not 
merely an experiment conducted by the Academicians. 
But with the coming of a change of attitude it was 
necessary to create a new language for its expression. 
The geometrical patterns of Racine's plays and the 
balanced couplets of Pope were not suited to the 
expression of wonder, mystery, conflict and confusion 
and the Romantics had to :create a language of their 
own which was somewhat turbid or opalescent. A 
revolution in the imagery of Poetry, says Whitehead, 
is in reality a revolution in metaphysics. 'What has 
really taken place is a philosophical revolution) 
Whitehead's examination of the Romantic 
Revolt provides ud with the key to an almost parallel 
phenomenon later in the nineteenth century. The 
excesses of the Romantic Revolt favoured in literature 
a return to precision in form, to beauty well within 
the limits of reason. The scientific spirit, again, 
helped the process. But this time it was neither 
mathematics nor physics, but biology which brought 
new scientific advances. The theory of Evolution 
reduced man from the heroic heights to which the 
Romantics exalted him to the position of a helpless 
animal, the product of heredity and environment 
and completely at the mercy of the forces round him. 
The new revolt was very pronounced on the Continent 
and is particularly evident in the work of novelists 
like Zola, perhaps the 'reatest exponent of the 
doctrine of Naturalism. In Hngland itself the 
scientific development led to a period of unequalled 
prosperity. The general optimism and a happy belief 
in the future led to stability, balance and e desire 
to obey the laws of life and the governing principles 
of success. The technical perfection of Tennyson 
and the exactitude of his descriptionsring true of 
his age. And Browning's diction is in direct contrast 
to the flamboyancy of the Romantics. 
Towards 1870 we begin to notice a change 
in the English literary temperament. It is like the 
second swing of the pendulum, gin away from the 
scientific spirit. The need for a spirt;tual renovation 
appears and forces itself on the national consciousness 
and in the new 'Romantic Revival' takes the form of 
a revival of mysticism. The new spirit of restlessness 
can be roughly described as 'the emancipation of the 
imagination'. On the Continent it took the form of 
the Symbolist ikbvement. In England its precursors 
were the Pre -Raphaelites. The new school of Poetry 
laid great insistence on the treatment of the 
sensations and emotions of the individual. Yeats 
wrote in 1897: "The reaction against the rationalism!, 
f the eighteenth century has mingled with a reaction 
against the materialism of the nineteenth century, 
and the Symbolical movement, which has come to per- 
fection in Germany in Wagner, in England in the 
Pre -Raphaelites, and in France in Villiers de L'Isle 
Adam and Mallarmé and Maeterlinck, and has stirred 
the imagination of Ibsen and D'Annunzio, is certainly 
the only movement that is saying new things." 
The Symbolist movement in English Literature 
manifested itself in two schools - -- the Pre -Raphaelites 
and later on 'the aesthetes' and 'decedents' of th, 
Rhymers' Club. The Pre -Raphaelite school was governed 
by the same impulses as the Symbolists and was a 
very important force. The Rhymers' Club merely 
imitated the Frnch without much originality and was 
more interesting as a circle than for what they 
created. 
The English Pre -Rapheelites did not exert 
a - European influence like Mallarmé or Rimbaud. They 
were characterised by a love of words for their own 
sake. Witness Rossetti saying in a letter to his 
brother, "I have done but little in any way, having 
wasted several days at the Museum where I have been 
reading up all manner of old romaunts, to pitch upon 
stunning words for Poetry. I have found several;' 
' Grame' , 'dole', 'grout', 'teen' are some of the 
'stunners' he collected. The pre -Raphaelites were 
a great force only in diction. Swinburne's greatest 
contribution to Literature is the metallic resonance . 
of his lines. "The chorus of Swinburne ", says 
T. S. Eliot in 'The Sacred 'Mod'2 "is almost a 
parody of the Athenian: it is sententious but it 
has not even the significance of a commonplace. . . 
It is effective because it appears to be a tremendous 
statement, like statements made in dreams; when we 
wake up we find that the 'glass that ran' would 
do better for time than for grief, and that the 
gift of tears would be as appropriately bestowed by 
1 
1. 'Family Letters' 1895. P.51. 
2. 'The Sacred Wood' 1920. P.135. 
grief as by time" 
In his 'Studies in Literature'1 Sir Arthur 
,.,uiller -Couch wrote:- ' Swinburne was a tremendous 
force in Pory: the force died; the man outlived it, 
and died many years later, solicitously tended.' Sir 
Arthur there describes the tragedy not merely of 
Swinburne but of Pre -Raphaelite Poetry. Pre - 
Ra.phelitism was a spent force by 1885, though poems 
in the pre -Raphaelite manner continued to appear. 
"None of them matt -red, none of them contained any 
loner any hope; all were galvanic - reflex action 
of genius after death "2. And before long we see a 
poet like Francis Thompson assailing their diction 
in that frequently quoted passage: I'Poetic diction 
has become latterly a kaleidoscope, and one's chief 
curiosity is as to the precise combinations into 
which the pieceis will be shifted. There is, in fact 
a certain band of words, the Praetorian cohorts of 
Po try, whose prescriptive aid is invoked by every 
aspirant to the poetical purple; against them it is 
time some banner should be raised. Perhapd it is almost 
impossible for a contemporary writer quite to evade 
the services of the free-lances whom one encounters 
s 
l.'Studies in Literature' 1919. P.250. 
2. Ibid. 
under so many standards. But it is at any rate 
curious to note that the literary revolution against 
the despotic diction of Pope seems issuing, like 
political revolutions, in a despotism of its own 
making "l. 
Yeats was brought up in this atmosphere 
of Pre -Raphaelite Poetry and Painting in a family 
where the father, a great Pre- Raphaelite enthusiast, 
was virtually a dictator as far as the reading of 
his sons was concerned. 
1. Fssay on )helley. 1912. P.25-26 
LARLY DAYS ANI; 'TORL. 
William Butler Yeats was born at 
Jandymount near Dublin on June 1, 1365. John E. 
Yeats, bis fsther, was a man of .tronn opinions an 
an artist of considerable merit -ho pave up an 
honourable nr:Ictic- at tlo, Irish Bar to devote 
him,-;-] to oeintini. His mother was a Follexfen, 
frail qnd beau iful, who fo-,t-red in him that deep 
and passionate yearning for 'Sligo which was -zuch 
a formative influence in his early days. The 
Yeats were courteous and Fentle, resDectable° as 
the Sligo barber said; the Follexfens fearless and 
somewhat adventurous. "11-;e have ideas and no nassi 
but by marriage 7'ith a 2ollexfen we have given a 
tongue to the see-cliffs"; said a Yeats once and 
it was the only eulogy which really turned W. B. 's 
head. 
A shy, wide-eyed boy, he grew up in lovel 
Sligo with its hills and rivers and inland lakes 
and the sea. Yet his childhood was not one of 
happiness. I remember littl of childhooi but its 
ìain; I have grown happier with every year of lift, 
as though gradually connu rinn son thing in _nys if 
for crrtainlv my miseries were not made by others, 
1. Autobiographies (Macmillan 1926) P. 27. 
ns, 
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but were a part of my own mind "1. The latér part of 
that stFtement is significant. All his life Yeats 
has been pre -occupied with self. ïht he did not 
corrode within himself shows he could rise out of 
the bonds of self. The greatest quality of his Poetry 
is its integrity. The enterprise of walking naked. 
The stable -boy was his principal friend 
and his book of Grange Rhymes which they read 
together in the hayloft or among the piles of nets 
on the cuay gave him for the first time the pleasures 
of rh :'me. His mother read little, but she and the 
fisherman's wife would tell each other stories "that 
Homer might have told, _leased with any moment of 
sudden intensity and laughing together over any point 
of satirei2. 'Village G- hosts' in "Celtic Twilight" is 
the redord of such an afternoon. .nd he was eight or 
nine years old when his father sitting with him on a 
tongue of land_ covered with coarse grass between 
Sligo and gosses Poin read out to hi T t m. he Lays of 
Ancient Home. It was the first poetry to move him 
after the stable -boy's Orange Rhymes. Later came 
Scott, The Lay of the Last Minstrel. "The Lay of the 
Last Minstrel gave me a wish to turn magici-.n that 
competed for years with the dream of being on 
the sea - shore "3, he wrote later. Lut even Cfrimm and 
1. Autobiographies 1. P.13. 
2. Ibid.. XIII P.75. 
3. Ibid. P.57. 
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Hans Anders /n could not satisfy his prodigious fancy 
or give him the knights and dragons and besutiful 
ladies that he longed for. 
Soon afterwards the Yeats family shifted 
to London and vent to live in a house close to 
Burne- Jones's . Yeats hated. London and longed for 
Sligo, if only for a sod of earth from some field tha 
he knew or something of Sligo to hold in his hand. 
tend at the school at Hammersmith with its Gothic b 
building of yellow bricks, unable to attend to any - 
think' less interesting than his thoughts, and per- 
secuted by the boys for being Irish, he would think 
of Sligo with tears. 
His father influenced. his reading a great 
deal and even ss a boy he read Balzac, Shakespeare, 
Shelley, Keats, Byron, the pre- Raphaelites, and a 
little later Darwin and :tia.11ace, Huxley and Haeckel. 
John Yeats was really an Englis# liberal in thought 
and a sceptical philosopher. He disliked the 
"Victorian Poetry of idea" and insisted that Poetry 
must be an idealisation of speech. He never read 
anything out for its content and sil his discussions 
were of style. 
Back in Dublin in 1890, Yeats vent to The 
Harcourt Street High School where Wilkins the 
headmaster, a clever versifier, rather distrusted the 
lank and tawny young genius who read out Sinnett's 
"Esoteric Buddhism" to his class -mates and was 
indifferent to examinations. Later he went to the 
rrt Schools in r:ildare Street where he made the 
friendship of , ohn lïui_hes and Oliver Sheppard, the 
Irish sculptors, and A.c. the poet. Neither the 
masters -t the school, nor his father who was his 
real teac1.er satisfied him and he merely studied art 
for w -nt of nythin-_ better to do. But Dublin is a 
stranv,e place. It is surprising how much idealism 
even of F crude kind is to be found there. '.rublin, 
intimate, personal, vital is the place to foster 
drer= ns . , nd in this he l' as helped by the celebrities 
he met ct his father's circle, people like Katherine 
Tynan (later s . 1:; inks on_) and prof. Dowd.en. 
He hEd be_un to write poetry in imitation 
of Sh lley end bf -_dì and Spenser, play after pl41y, 
fatner dramatic poetry abogei all oth 
cos, and ! inveriL, ._i. lit icestic and incoherent riots 
lines but seldorz scanned, for I could not 
u.._.,erst' n.d the 1-T'(--2-1r in th(.; books, !-lthourE -t ere 
tere -1 -ny lines that taker_ bTr themselves ha.1 music. 
T ni dace tT-e-1 clo1r-1 -7- as I wrote and only discovered 
hen I red the- to somebody else that !,here was no 
common music, no nrosodT "1 '?e ply fter play he 
refers to ere t lhe Island of St= tues t 2, ' The Seeker' 
'osad.at , and possibly the sli. btly later 'Time End 
the itch Vivien' 5. None of these are in the collet ed 
1. Autobioraphies r. 81-82. 
5 Aprendix. > > > 
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:orks of Yeats. he first poems of Yeats to be 
-:er- two short poPms 'Song of the Fairies' 
and 'Voices' TcDt-2. f peared in the Dublin 
University Review for 'arch 1885. Loth of these 
appear again in '1.:1-1e Tp.1Prri of -,tatuE,,,,,,I(T7 7) 
and 'Voices' has ben:preservd as the exeuisite 
lyric 'The Cloak, the boat and the Shoes'. Yeats 
must have had 'The isle d of -Statues' ready 
and perh.ps 'as in doubt as to its publication. 
1 
In any case, it appeared in The Du1in University 
Revier soon afterwards. ActI Sc.1 came out in The 
April issue (1885), Scenes 2 3 in Mar, II Sc. 1 
and c.2 in June, and 3c.- in July. The 1839 
volume- has only thelest scene, under the heading 
'A Frament' and even that was dropped in the colle 
ed works. 
"I had re.d lhel2ey and -Pens-r and 
hed tried to mix thsir styles together iï nastoral 
he ;rote later. 'L,-ro shepherds at dawn 
meet before the door of the shepherdess 1'aschina 
and sing to her in rivalry. rlheir voices orow 
louder e d louder 29 they try to sing ach other 
down. At last she conies out 9 litta- anorw. An 
1. "I had been invited to read out a poem celled 
'lice Isla d of cbatues', an Arcadian play in 
imi:ation of dnund Soenser, to a githerino of 
critics who w re to decide whether it was worth' 
of publication in the College i.acr ezine. The 
agazine had already oubli-bed e lyric of mine, 
the first -ver printed " kutobiographies.11 
2. ' a,derinr's of )isin other ioems1 1889. 
3. 'Ireland and the .Arts'. Vol.4 
4. 
arrow flies across the seen-. The two sheoherd.s f 
being fiil of Arcadian timidity. Almintor, ,rho 
is loved oy iaschina, conies in having shot the 
arrow at a heron. tas chi na r, ceive s him angrily . 
'Po one in Arcadia is coura.2 eous' , she says. 'Other 
to prove their Joy-, -ro upon some far a. 'd dangerous 
a.uest . '''hey but bring Arcadian gifts, small birds 
and beasts'. :she .o s a:ain angrily into 1:ler 
cottage. Alirin..tor seeks the enchanted island 
to find for h :r the r1Trst rious flower suerded 
t,h-:re by th :T. nch.entress and her s hits. Re is 
led thither by a. voice sinning in the valley. the 
island is full of flowers and of people turned into 
stone. 'i:h chose the :Tyrone flower. lie also chops 
wrong and is turned into stone. haschina resolves 
to seek him disguised es a shepherd. On her way 
she meets with the two shepherds of Scene 1. They 
do not recoT ise her, but lik= to be near h -r. 
they tell her they love one maid. he answers, 
if that bciso, they must clearly settle it by 
combat . tile, not b - lievinP : they yill do so, passes 
on and com.s to the edge of the lake in which is th 
enchanted island and is carried over in a boat with 
wings . `.i'he shepherds also come to the edge of the 
lake. 'i'h.ey fight fiercely, made courageous b.y love 
One is killed'].- 
1. Yeats's own words. Introduction to the 
' fragment' anderin,r;s of Oisin etc. 1889. 
s 
The enchantress on the island loves 
Naschina in her shep rd's guise and prevents her 
from seekinL the flovrer, as her failure to do so 
might cause her death. Naschina insisting, the 
enchantress explains how the flower may be discovered 
only by a certain shepherdess and that too only 
if somebody has died for her. Naschina begs the 
enchantress to send some attendant sprites with 
a cry to see that one shall die and the enchantress, 
very much in love with Naschina consents. Very 
soon a voice announces that the two shepherds have 
died for Naschina. throws off her guise and 
proclaims herself to be the shepherdess in disguise 
and the Enchantress points out a scarlet flower 
to Naschina and resigns herself to her death. 
Naschina picks up the flowers and brings the statues 
to life, one by one, and they are a crowd of all nati 
and all times a sailor of Aeneas, an Arthurian 
knight, a votary of ran, a trojan . . . . Almintor 
is chosen their king and Náschina becomes their 
queen. The rising moon casts The shadows of Almintor 
and the sleepers far across the grass. Close by 
Almintor's side, Naschina is standing, shadowless. 
Spenser and Shelley are again the 
chief inspiration. The pastoral setting, the 
Arcadian shepherds, Naschina's disguiser in the 
ons 
3S 
quest of her love, are all in the real Spenserian 
manner. perhaps the Island of Venus' suggested to 
Yeats the idea of the Island itself and Diana's 
nymphs who change into stoned gave him the idea of 
the statues. 'I'he Voices and their prophesies and 
the general atmosphere of doom. about the island 
remind us of Shelley's'Pro theus Unbound'. 
Naschina is the human soul struggling for 
an ideal living and her adventures stand for the 
great sacrifices one should ehtail in reaching that 
stage. The dllem,ory is not worked out clearly and 
Yeats seems to be toying with the idea that the ideal 
life implies a kind of imraort lity which has somethin 
awful and crushing about it and here he is almost 
a mediaeval Christian in his :veltanschauuny... Curiousl 
enough,this note of pessi'nisn recurrs in 'The Seeker' 
and is in direct contrast to the gay Pagan spirit 
of 'The 'tianderinFjs of Oisin' . 
AS a first attempt it is essentially 
tentative in its prosody and is interesting especiall 
in the light of Yeats's own confession. The 
basic foot is the iambic tetrameter varied with 
iambic pentameters and romance..sixes. The 
rhyme scheme varies. The majority of lines are 
end -stopped and the pauses well marked_ so that 
1. .'aerie í,,ueene IV x. 
Z. Ibid II viii. 
there is a cramped effect in places and the rhythm 
has not the smoothness of his later works. 
The little dramatic sketch, The SeEkertl 
appeared in the September issue of the Dublin 
University Review and Spenser agsin seems to have 
been the inspiration and the model. The woodland 
valley, its shepherds and their flutes, the old 
knight, the ruined temple in the forest, the bearded 
witch Infam;i luring the knight on. to his doom, are 
all in the conventional Spenserian manner. 
Next month appeared an 'Epilogues to 'The 
Island of Statues' and 'The Seeker'. This appears 
in the 1899 edition under the title 'Song of the 
Last Arcadian' (he carries a sea -shell)` and in the 
Collected Poems as 'The Song of the Happy 
Shepherd'. Patty surd`' thinks that this poem is 
a reverie caused by a conversation. with Oscar 
Wilde and by the author's association with a young 
Brahmin (Cf. Kanva on Himself). Its main interest 
is that in it we get a first avowal of Yeats's 
poetic creed: 
Of all the many changing things 
1. Appendix. 
2. The sea- shell, a symbol suggested. by the mystic 
shell which Prometheus gave to the spirit of the 
Hour, 'that curved shell which Proteus old made 
Asia's nuptial boon, breathing within it a voice 
to be. accomplished,' and which Prometheus bids 
her 'bear over the cities of mankind' breathing 
into it so thpt she may 'loosen. its mighty music' 
Prometheus Unbound III 3. 
3. 'Early Poetry of 7I.E. Yeats' Lancester Pa. 1916. 
 
In dreary dancing past us whirled, 
To the cracked tune that Chronos sings, 
Words alone are certain good. 
and it is the first real indication of Yeats's 
early efforts in quest of style. 
The Lublin University Review continued to 
bring out several little poems, fragments and odds 
and ends. The =ay i s su s (1885) had a rather in- 
consequential little poem, 'Life and Death'l. The 
1886 January issue contained a short poem entitled 
'In a drawing _Room' which is unsigned. But s ctu.all 
the two stanzas ,,.hi ch make up the poem are the 
second and sixth of ' tüatrains and Aphorisms' of 
the 1889 volume. The n :ext month's issue had anothe 
poem entitled 'Life' of 5 kuatrains of which the 
fir bt appeared as the first stanza of 'quatrains 
and Aphorisms' of the 1889 volume. i".arch had a 
political poem called 'The Two Titans' which has 
never been reprinted, and April 'On it . 1 \ettleship' 
Picture, 1885'. 
These poems and dramatic sketches were 
Yeats's first and almost juv -vile efforts. They 
show flaws of execution, slovenly lines, awkward 
and uncouth constructions, exuberances which are 
not beauties, attempts at concentration of 
expression which are crude and stiff. Yet they 
1. Appendix. 
form a distinct achiev ment, full of promise, the 
work of a young poet trying to find his ni: diem. 
It is e. period of apprenticeship to the Enmlish 
tradition in its narrowest sense, the pears of 
conscious imitation of the English masters, : Thelley 
and Spenser. is interesting is the fact 
that in these earliest days veats shows himself to 
be a romantic in the broader sense of the word -- 
Arcadia and pastoral romances, the fantastic and 
the marvellous, isles where 'dreary Time lets 
fall his sickle and Life the dandles of her 
fl eetn,ss' . And he turned to `;:pain and the 
Inquisition next in his first published wcbrk 
in book form. 
i`;TSADA . 
The Dublin University ieview in the 
tw o Decades of the pineteenth Century was a are t 
deal :more than a. mere University Journ al. Its 
importance is <lmost s e_rec_t es that of the ' ?:- tion' 
newspaper. Duffy, the editor of the 'Nstion' has had 
few ec uals in interpretin_e, expounding; and dif Fusin 
a ,oli_ tical creed. tut laouch the 'i ati_on' could 
claim Clarence Mang--an, its literary contribua- -)rs 
ere mainly facile and mechanic' -1 rhv,iers ' ose tinor'- 
to csil .,as-ed into bombast and the 'ietion' 
rem&ined in the nn .in a vip;orous political ;.aamchlet. 
The Dublin J - iversi_ty evï r, on the other hend, 
really became the organ of the -Young Ireland (''ovement, 
the first deliberate attempt to found a school of 
Irish literature in the English. ton -ue. John :' itcbell 
the ;:blest writer of the ne?^. group, published the 
testament of oung. Ireland when he rote his 'Jail 
Journal' 1. T.:.. dolleston and Charles Herbert Oldham, 
the editors of the Dublin University i.eview, were men . 
of erect critical acumen and ready to snap up any new 
literary t lent. 'dolleston's importane in the early 
stages of the new Movement is sometimes underrated.. 
1. 'Jail Journal or Five e -rs in British misons' 
by John Mitchell. Glas -pow. Cameron Fera uson 
(no date) . 
It is note orthy that he was the first person to 
publish feats's work and brine him to the notice of 
the public. 
In June 1`26 Yeats's most ambitious and 
serious ,.. ork to date came outs ame in in the Dublin 
University Review. It wrasxshort poetical play in 
one 1-,ct.he same year it was published separately 
in boo :: form. Mosada - a Dramatic Poem. Dublins 
Sealy fryers and ,alker, 1836. It has long been out 
of print and is no e bibliophile's treasure.' 
osada'is a dramatic poem in three scenes. 
Like Kingsley in 'Ilesaward - ,To!' and Braining in 'The 
Confessional' Yeats takes his theme from the Spanish 
Inquisition. 
Masada, a beautiful Moorish lady of the 
village of r-,zubia, is day -dreaming about her lover, 
'dark Gomez', a Christian. She is condemned to the 
stake for her religion by the Officers of the 
Inquisition. The "Ionks and In uisitors discuss her 
case in a room lighted by a stained window picturing 
St. James of Spain. Ebremar, the chief monk, bright - 
eyed and hollow- cheeked from fasting, decrees that th 
Moorish n ;irl must die. "I will burn heresy from this 
mad earth ", he'says with passionate devotion. In the 
1. The British Museum has no copy. 
"duneon of the In uisition, the morni.n, of the auto - 
da -fé dav;ns tb10'u ;h r barged «in7.ow. fe:. 
faint stars are shïnin. Swallo 's are circling in the 
di-rnness 
t,_itho lt." 1,os , d.a., clone in her cell, sucks 
poison from a rin in anticipation of death and is 
thinkin of her lover. . bremar enters to prepare the 
heretic to her death and .r. e conises he -s his old. love 
"Look up, tiny ornez is by thee''. becomes the ga -T 
lover -, air :end entreats he- to escape with hi °? far 
2wav where 'none sh 11 know that I was El-,-.='1.r-Er whose 
thou; hts were fixed or God and heaven and viol, res s' . 
ìut it is too late. The d.eadle poison h=is done its 
work and -de comes to her end. 
It is a sli r.-t story and there is ` reat 
deal that is unsatisf: ing in the handling of the plot. 
Ebremar's character is not sufficiently developed and . 
the sudden chan 2e in the proud persecutor are almost 
inconceivable. 'Fantastic and incoherent' as `=eats 
confesses. _lie sono of the Spanish Monk about a s - Int 
of unster is comic and thoroughly out of -nle.ce . It is 
one of the fa -r comic touches in Meets's early S /orks. 
Spenser and Shelley again. Lut there -,re 
few affectations and little of copious imitation and 
unhappy borrowed mannerisms. The description of the 
Isle owes something to rhaedria's and crasia's Islands 
of htl. The river which =bre -par seals of is 
re,niniscent of dhelley's'river of life' down which 
1. Faerie uecne . took II. 
+5" 
Laon and Uythna float to the `temple of the Spirit. 
Mosada calls Cola to gaze in the cloud of immense 
smoke and read the future for her, 'for none 
but the innocent can see', reminding one of 
ï ossetti's hose -. ary who was called by her mother 
to gaze in the beryl- stone. 
The period of English apprenticeship 
is continued. ' ï,ìosa.da' is an immature work, but 
it is that of aA conscious cry- ,ftsman. A few 
more years --ere to pass before Yeats turned to 
Sligo and Irish themes and really came to his own. 
46- 
THE :AND RINT. . OF OI IN AND 0;-,".:R " OT!MS. ( 1889 ) 
(i) 
The 'Tests f2 r_il r r :turned to London in 
1887 to set up house in Bedford Park and W.%.'s 
attention was to_°n d for th, mom nt from Dowden and 
Dr. Hyde and Katherine Tynan and O'Leary to illiam 
Morris end :.'. r'. Henley. 
The years 133o-1887 in Dublin are vitally 
im. ortant. It was a period of first impression ;l 
dissatisfaction, disillusionm ¡:nt. And yet we see 
the irouna pojet tryinm to form his character and give 
expression to it. Treats, an An,lo -Irish Protestant 
had come to Catholic Dublin a voting man, and found 
it was Catholicism rhich was Pivinr Ireland a -oetry 
with a hi h keen spiritual note end a note of mystic 
exaltation. Prot. -scant Ireland seemed to thin* of 
no hin, but rsettin.e on in the world and they had good 
taste, household courtesy ein.d decency. Like most 
isolated ?provincials, "resp:ectab.ility" was their 
fetish. And thourh th y were herdly the equals 
the Catholic Irish in ì oli .-ics or g_it, they 
maintained a social ?.nd cultural exclusiveness. 
The Irish intelli; na were solit into two and the 
cleavaat seemed no so much due to fundamental 
differences of outlook as to a lack of faith in e -,ch 
other. J...Hone1 describes the situation eloquently: 
The wasteful virtue_ are, or rather 
were, characteristic of the An lo -Irish 
stock to which the Yeats b -long, a people 
said to have become ,: }ore Irish than the 
Irish themselves . : aybe it should have been 
put "more Encrlish than the Enclish " -of an 
J upland become commercialised. Som -thing 
at least of the adventurous spirit of the 
lizabeth,a.ns lingered on in the Galway 
and Dublin of the later _i,'hteenth, and 
earlier nineteenth centuries; and even today 
the "eccentric nclishman" of French 
criticism rill be studied in Ireland. This 
people has, however, fall =:n in the world 
during the last loo years; It felg :.r . 
Yeats has sucr'S' seed in one of his essays 
2 
, 
in the Gaelic peasantry the pros nce of an 
exacting; and anti s:nt tribunal, but it did 
not understand the country, and the e:ame 
well enough, and at last, "after an epoch 
of such :loquence the world has hardly seen 
its like ", lost to spirit and heart. In 
1. W.F.Yeats - a study by J.ì,_.Hone A/ 
2. The essay on Lady Gregory, "Gods and Æi mob ing Men 
in Mr. Yeatst s ''Collected '':orks",Vol.VIII. 19o8. 
t; 
1782, or thereabouts, the English- speaking 
Protestant !scenda.ncy of Ireland _forgot their 
duties of a garrison, and in their pride 
would have threatened the security of the 
Empire for the sake of putting a Pc-rliament 
in Dublin on a level with the n ;lish 
senate, and makir '3-rattan the e, ual of Pitt; 
but all was clian`ed by the 7Pion, which left 
a race of adventurers with little ambition 
t, play its part on a local state; the Col"ry 
rr Ur identified its i_rterests with 
4444 a- wad 
strong Irel..- din the British a.r= and 
colonies, thrt the An to - r .Çh found score 
for their vi, our and abilities. In. Ireland 
they 1 ̂  ̂ t their initi:tive and ,r-dually 
became r,rovinci :d. mhei shred none of the 
memories of Ireland - Gaelic, J,cobite, 
Catholic. -,e land cut them off from .Eu'orea.n 
influences 
?he 'seventies, 'eir_T1-ties,and 'nineties 
saw another fli ht of the -ild _geese, in the 
shape of an exodus of writers from Ireland. , 
adventurers like an Oscar `ilde or a George 
Moore or a :Bernrrd Shaw, and (in e different) 
category) a T.P.O'Connor, a Justin IV ^cCarthy. 
Some of the intelligentsia traded on English 
sentimentality or played the 'poor Paddy'; 
others with more starch in them, surprised 
and had an equal success in London by 
their irreverence, the free play of their 
ideas, in their critical impartiality. . . 
. They were not, like Englishmen, 
hampered by any grandiose 'myth' of the 
national mind and character. Anglo -Irish 
writers have owed much to the fact that 
they are a race without a myth, a people, 
therefore, that is easily capable of an 
excessive mental detachment. Either way 
they could be thorough, whether they 
chose to be sincere or insincere; to 
capture the English audience by outrage 
or by cajolery; to mock at the English 
by 
myth or (asXthe'poor Paddy'method) to 
encourage it. Their history is of a 
people that has, in the widest sense of 
the expression, lived by its wits ". 
Yeats, of course, does not take his place with 
the wild geese of Irish Protestantism. Irish 
of the Irish, with his roots in Sligo, he was 
a student of Davis and young Ireland and believed 
in the spiritual force of the Gael. The spirit 
of Catholicism had been tempered in Ireland by 
historical and social conditions. And though it 
was the Catholic and Gaelic element which provided 
the frame -work of the Irish Renaissance Yeats found 
that the frreatest Trish revolutionari es, Emmet, 
John ir'itchel l and : a_rnell w re all Protestants. 
And it was a Prote,sta.nt, Thomas Davis, who had 
more or less formulated Iri_.h literary nationalism. 
Davis's belief that an indeuend nt national culture 
based on Gaelic tradition can be shard by 
Irishmen origins and faiths moved Yeats. 
"I thought we.. _night bring halves together if 
we had a national literature that nade Ireland 
beautiful in the memory, and yet had been freed 
from provincialism by an exacting criticism, an 
European pose." "I began to plot a scheme how 
one night seal with the right image the soft wax 
before it began to harden"?' 
"The bra.nderings of Oisin "was written in 
that frame of mind and most of the characteristic 
poems in that first volume had an Irish bs ckg;round . 
It was published by subscriAtion in 1889, 'O'Leary 
finding many subscribers ". Dr. Hyde, Katherine 
Tynan and O'Leary, Ireland, its legends, myths, heroi.s 
pave him the theme, but it was Henley and bTilliaf 
1. Author oftGaol Journals. 
2. Autobiographies. P. 125 
S-i 
Morris, frequent visitors at the red -brick house at 
Bedford Park, who determined his language and ex- 
pression. The fine resonance of Lionel Johnson's 
'Te martyrum. Candidatus' did not move him in 
those days '?s much as the music of Rossetti, 
Swinburne and Tennyson. 
The '.anderinus of Oisin. 
In the introduction to Nora ?To ?per in 
'A ' ireasury of Irish toetry in the ,n ;lish Tongue 1, 
Yeats Poetrti rows weary of using ov$r 
and over again the _irsonaces and stories and 
metaphors that have come to us through Greece and 
l -ome, or from '':ales and `rit tang through the 
middle ages and has found new life in the Norse and 
German legends. The Irish legends in popular 
tradition and in old Gaelic Literature, are more 
numerous and as beautiful, and alone among great 
iuropean legends have the beauty and wonder of al- 
togethr new thins. b=ay one not say, then, withou 
saying anything improbable that they will hä.ve a 
predominant influence in the coming century 
and that their influence will pass through many 
countries ?" As a major European influence, the 
Celtic twilight never blossomed forth into the day. 
Apart from Ireland, the land of its birth, and Scot t 
land, her neighbour, where her more nation - consciou 
tare going back to the Gaelic, few = _uropean countrie, 
have had anythin in the nature of a major Celtic 
Renaissance. But it is Ireland that is important i 
1. 'A Treasury of Irish Poetry in the n: -_fish Tongu 
dited by Stopford ;e.Brooke and T.olleston. 
London. 1900. 
`3 
the present context, and Yeat s' s work; and it is 
not far wrong to say that the entire history of 
the Irish Literary Renaissance can be more or 
less summed up in the literary career and 
achievement of Yeats. 
'The Wanderings of Oisin' traces its 
ancestry right back to Gaelic mythology. Yeats 
must surely have been familiar with current Oisin 
stories and legends, and the works of Sir Samuel 
Ferguson1, Lady Gregory2, and Dr. Douglas Hyde3. 
But he had very little respect or use for a work 
like Macpherson's 'Ossianic Poems', partly because 
the authenticity of Macpherson's work is very 
questionable, and partly also because Yeats had 
a wholesome dislike for eighteenth sentimentality 
of the pseudo- Rousseau type. 
There is a considerable body of Gaelic 
Literature about Oisin in prose as well as in 
1. 'Aideen's Grave' by Sir Samuel Ferguson. 
2. Lady Gregory's "Gods and Fighting Men". This 
might sound like an anachronism as Lady 
Gregory's work was actually published only in 
1904. But she had been collecting the material 
for it for several years, and it is more than 
likely that Yeats has had access to it. The 
close resemblance between 'The Wanderings of 
Oisin' and 'Gods and Fighting Men'confirms it. 
3. 'Religious Songs of Connaught' by Dr. Douglas 
Hyde. 
verse, though the old texts are mostly in prose. 
Some Irish manuscripts are dated the eleventh 
and twelfth centuries and even go back 150 to 
250 years before that. The bulk of Ossianic 
Literature, however, is of later date as far as 
the form under which they have come down to us 
is concerned. A number of useful texts, mostly 
in prose, are preserved in manuscripts of the 
14th century. During the 16th and early 17th 
centuries Scotland was responsible for the creation 
of a large mass of narrative poems dealing with 
Ossian. The Gaelic - speaking peasantry in Ireland 
as well as Scotland have preserved orally several 
of these ballads as well as a mine of prose 
narratives most of which have Ossian and his 
comrades as the central figures. 
Yeats was not a Gaelic schcblar, and his 
knowledge of Rmatix Irish, old as well as new, 
was negligible. But he was aware of the existence 
of many of these later manuscripts. The two 
works he did make use of copiously were Sir 
Samuel Ferguson's "Aideen's Grave ", Oisin's lament 
over Aideen, the wife of his son, Oscar, and Dr. 
Douglas Hyde's "Religious Songs of Connaught ". 
Ferguson, on the whole, in reshaping his old 
material hammered it down to a rather taut Homeric) 
shape and texture. Yeats is truer to the original 
and has created the vagueness of a dream. Yet 
lines like 
e thought on Oscar's pencilled urn 
And those on cTavra lying low, 
:here round and round the ravens ro 
are dangerout y close to i,'errruson' s 
and 
The great 7re n rath' s ten-acred tomb 
Lies heavy on his urn; 
A cur of bodkin -pencilled clay 
Folds Oscar 
aid show how greatly indent -d Teats is to ,_ir Samuel. 
Yeets's earlisst poetry ,ra_s P ol.ainlive cry for a 
domain set apart from 'life's exceeding in,jocundity' . 
In ''_ lv '.anderinrs of Cisin' he is carefully, 
deliberately ,?-etti nr, out of the classical European 
tract and the result is a poem in ,.rhich "Vision 
.merged here and there suddenly, with all of a 
dream's intermittent distinctness A dim 
world somewh -re between ni -ht and day, between 
waking and sleeping, (in which) his iman'ination 
moved in; utterly remote from the clear hard litht 
of ,viediterranean shores Lien and women 
moved under laws unintelligible to us; and Yeats 
seekinc to identify himself :,r th the .spirit of 
them instinctively made a dream-vorld"1. 
It is - characteristically early Ycatsian 
mood, the lonuing to D'et out of real life, customs, 
and conventions and to enter into the life of a spirit. 
And in a wild and sudden dance 
hocked at time and fate and chance 
does not merely describe the Gaelic soirit dreaming 
_ove and feasts end bloodless ficThts and happy 
far-a7av lands, but is the revolt of the Celtic 
spirit a einst the tyranny and the limitations of 
Ihe entire ooe'0, its characters, events, 
landscape, paucanGrY, is unadulteratedly Celtic. 
Its dream-laden mood has e oauan, sensuous beauty. 
Here and there the :nulish wasters intrud 
11pLe, snrivson, Keats, even Coleridge. 
The framcWork of the poem has something strangely 
reminiscent of Coleridue'stAnci-nt barinerl. t. 
Patrick Is the wedding guest and Oisin the ancient 
mariner himself. And it is difficult to resist 
the temptation of a.n.ting to compare it with heats' 
ndymion. "In _ndymion everything is sacrificed to 
detail; the desiun is lost inxmnze of allusions, of 
side-issues, in a beautiful cloud of colour, 
bsfflin7".- But he Wanderings of 
1. Stephen Gwynn - Irish Literture e. n d DrPma. 




Oisin" with all Its romantic prodigality does not 
lose si?,ht of the story. 
Shlley and Blake are the to rain 
infli)ercl,: in tb body of tme 
Away, array with me she cried 
:?efrains like 
are distinctly $helleyen. The description of the 
approach to the Isle of Dsncin is reminiscent of 
Shelley and the great fortress on the Isle of .i:any 
Fears' is obviously su77ested. b7 and based on Shelley 
"Temple of the Spirit 
uBlake's 
influence is mainly 
spiritual and philosophicel. Yeats in his early days 
loved to Con the n-ntle of a mystic and Flake held a 
rreet fs-cinaton for him. He studied Blaks with 
great care and attention and thou-h he never 
attempted to copy or imitate Blake's style there arc 
several lines in the poems which recall Blake. 
Compare for example- 
ft and my lend where tide 
And sleep drown sun and moon and. star.". 
"0 saddest harp in 911 the world., 
Sleep till the moon and the stars die'. 
1. c. 'Away! Away!"( She cried and streched 
her sword" 
'Revolt of Islam' 
2. Revolt of Islam - (st. 49 - 57) 
"ut the love -dew dims our elles till the day 
'Then God shall come from the see with a sic;h 
And bid th-e sitars drop down from th sky 
And the moon like a pale rose ither away". 
" And th fixed stars had dawned sn.d shone and set 
Since God Time and L=ath and eep ̀ . 
Eut in spite o s: all that, the similes, 
the metaphors, the very phrases are un-English 
and are in the characteristic ì &rly Yeatsian Lsnner 
"Old like the wandering moon" - "Like coloured Asian 
birds at svsning in the rainless lands ". The shell 
of iiamh' s dress wavered "like the summer streams 
as her soft bosom rose and fell "; and her dais 
pass "like a wayward tun-n. Her sheep have wool 
"whiter than sea- froth flows ". Her companions 
laughed "like murmurs of the sea ", th =ir brows 
"white as fragrant milk" . The song -birds "stood 
round the shore like drops of frozen rain -bow 
light". Oisin falls into "a long iron sleep, as 
a fish in the water moes dumb as a stone`' . His 
horse "fled. ?may like a summer fly". 
And the loveliest parts of the poem acre 
where his imagination has free play. 
" And like a sunset were her lips, 
A stormy sure set on doomed ships'` . 
There is a touch of the Homeric 7).anr r in lines 
s51 
like 
Tying the horse to his vast foot that lay 
Half in the unvesselled sea, we climb d the stairs 
And climbed so long, I thouç'ht the last steps we 
Hunt from the morning star. 
Cr aain, 
we held our way 
And stood within: clothed in a misty ray 
I saw a foam -white sea. -gull drift and float 
Under the roof, and with a straining throat 
pouted and hailed him: he hung there a star, 
r or no man's cry shall ever mount so far. 
Or again, 
Snatching the horn of 1,iiamh, I blew a lingering 
note; 
Came sound from those monstrous sleepers, a 
sound like the stirring of flies. 
He, shaking the fold of his lips, and heaving 
the pillar of his throat, 
Watched me with mournful wonder out of the well 
of his eyes. 
There is something distinctly remote, 
an un- !uropean cadence and ima'ry about lines lik 
A foaming tide 
',+hitened afar with surge, fan - formed and wide, 
'Furst fro? - rreat door marred by many a blow 
From mace 
/ 
/and sword nd pole -axe, long; ago 
':hen Gods and giants warre=d 
"If indeed there is a Celtic spirit, 
Celtic alamour, Celtic imaginative quality in 
2nglish Literature, we find. the 'uintessence of it 
in this description of the Castle of Fears built 
by the celtic sea - -od, ï.ananan tt l 
'The ù anderino;s of Oisin' viith its sus- 
tained music is not the work of a mere accomplished 
versifier, but of a poet whose melodic faculty 
steeped in Celtic imagination does not allow 
his work to degenerate into the incessant jingle 
and s.lipshodness of long rhymed ;poems. Its 
prosody is worth examining. 
In U-i.e first two books, the loose stanza 
form with long and short lines and rhymed couplets 
ae varied by the use of alternate rhymes of the 
broken stave. The basic foot is the iambic tetra. - 
meter. Alternate rhyme relieves the monotony of 
the couplet. Arrangements like abbacdcdaeffeas i phc.. 
are common and very fascinating. The metres of the 
three parts are chosen carefully to suit appro- 
priately the theme. 'chus the first is in free 
octosyllebics, the second in Keatsian decasyllabic 
1. Patty Gurd. 'Early Poetry of "'.-,.7 ,ats .' 
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couplets, the third in ryuatrains of long -lined 
anaì_)aestics and dactylic v -rse. 'i'he first and thir 
metres, especially the third, are managed with 
considerable mastery. In the hpatsian verse, 
Yeats is evidently much less at ease. 
The artiest version of the poem, the 
1889 edition, undoubtedly, has charm, but the verse 
is on the whole uneven and has a touch of imm.aturit 
about it. 'T'he first and second parts have been 
changed considerably in later editions. But 
though practically rewritten, the sequence is re- 
tained and the changes are mors-, in the nature of 
a line ber line revision. 
,,any lines in the earlier version, 
(dropped or entirely changed in the later editions) 
are typical of a you g poet who is anxious to secure 
as much musical effect as possible. Compare 
'In the popey -hung house of the twilight fluted' 
or, 
'Basaltic pillars marred with hew and hack'. 
In the sarlier version, especially in parts 1 and 
2, there is .a passion for detail almost Keatsian, 
and a tendency to crowd in images, side- issues etc. 
In the later version there is an almost fastidious 
avoidance of surplusage. Many beautiful lines like 
the description of the morning in Part I 
On a morning misty and mild and fair 
The mist -drops hung on the fragrant trees 
And in the blossoms hung the bees'. 
Or the dscr_i.otion of 'ìiamh's horse 
ror gold his hooves and silk his rein, 
And 'tween his ears, above his mane 
A golden crescent lit the plain, 
And pearly white his well-groomed hair 
are done away with in the later versions. 
Eut the real significance of the revision 
is that they show us how successfully and well 
Yeats has assimilat-d Gaelic mythology. ihe later 
editions indicate an attempt to put similes and 
metaphors in the phrases of Anglo -Irish dialect 
as used by Lady Cireeory and Dr.Hvd . qhus he us ̂s 
ta.lic words instead of c_:nglish very frequently 
and attempts to make his narratives more precise 
by using names of Celtic Gods and Goddesses rather 
than general nam.esl. The general tendency is toward 
simplification and naturalism. And the final 
version has a finished, though strange beauty. 
1. Appendix 
(03 
-- And Other Poems. 
The other poems in the 1889 volume con- 
sist of short dramatic sketches, meditative and 
fanciful lyrics, ballads, songs and quatrains. Yost 
of them had appeared in Reviews or Periodicals) 
and some2 in the anthology 'Poems and Ballads of 
Young Ireland'3. They have a spontaneous singing 
quality which must have come as a very refreshing note 
at the time of their publication. In a lesser way, 
they had the same effect on the reading public as 
A. E. Housman's 'Shropshire Lad'. Even Oscar 
Wilde with his fastidious tastes praised them 
without qualification. 
Walsh and Allingham had initiated Yeats 
into the secrets of country spirits and folklore. 
And Ferguson had roused his interest in the heroic 
cycles of Irish Myth. But none of them seem to 
have affected his style or even his view of the 
world in this volume. It is strange and somewhat 
surprising that someone so Irish as Yeats, so 
deeply rooted in Sligo, should produce poems so 
palpably English, so like a dilution of the 
1. The Dublin University Review, The Irish Monthly, 
The Irish Fireside, The Leisure Hour. 
2. The Stolen Child, King Goll, The Meditation of 
the Old Fisherman. 
3. M.H.Gill and Son. Dublin, 1888. 
old romantics; graceful, delicate, at times weak 
and yet elaborate and complicated. 
Several of them are dramatic sketches- 
(Time and the '.'`itch Vivien! tJealous(in later 
editions `Anashuya and Vi jayá) , Losadá, «The 
Seeker, The Island of Statues'; and we might even 
include to Lovers' quarrel among the Fairies; 
CHow Ferenczi Kenyi kept Silent a d the 
e 
Fairy 
Pedant under the same category. John E. Yeats 
exalted dramatic Poetry above all other kinds. 
The younger Yeats argued that personal utterance 
could be as fine an escape from rhetoric and ab- 
straction as drama itself. "But my father 
would hear of nothing but drama; personal 
utterance was only egoism. I knew it was not, 
but di t know how to explain the difference... 
... Yet when I re -read those early poems which 
,F:ave me so much trouble, I find little but 
romantic convention, unconscious drama"1. 
`Time and the Witch Vivien" is the 
boldest of those dramatic sketches. Apart from 
its appearance in the 1889 volume it has not 
1.Autobiographies. (i.acmilla.n, 1926) p.127. 
He continues: 'It is so many Tears before one 
can believe enough in what one feels even to 
know what the feeling is! 
2. Appendix IV. 
been reprinted. 
In a marble - flagged, pillared room 
the witch. Vivien is admiring h beauty. In 
the centre of the room is a fountain and there 
are magical instruments in one corner. She is 
full of conceit of her youth and beauty, the 
roseate fingers, the gleam in her long hair. 
Time enters as an old. pedlar "with a scythe, 
an hour- glass a d a black bag". Vivien, subtlest 
of magicians and conqueror of merlin, scoffs at 
old age and defies 'ime. She wants to buy the 
hour -glass, but will not sell it; they play 
for it with dice and Vivien loses. She plays ag in 
this time with her life at stake, and the, game 
chess . -ut she is no match for '.'ime and is 
defeated again. 
Yeats's main sources were Tennyson, 
Sir Thomas 'alory and probably Lady Charlotte 
Guest 1 . In thet Idylls of the King1 the wily 
Vivien tries her desions on the irreproachable 
Arthur end is laughed at by the court. nra :ed, 
she turns to tserlin, 'the most famous man of ;hose 
times', and her sprightly talk and vivid smiles 
make him 'tolerant of what he half-disdained'. 
She follows him to the wood of Broceliande 
1. The v:abinoc'i8n - a collection of 11 `.:Velsh 
prose Tales from the 14th century Red Book 
of Hergest. iJdited and translated. by 
Lady Charlotte rsuest . (1st pub .1838 ) 
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and imprisons him there by using the charm he had 
unfolded to her. i alory' s portrait of :,_erlin is 
less sympathetic and makes one sympathise with. 
Vivien who is referred to simply as 'the lady of 
the lake' . The iíabinogien/ is fair to both. In 
it Vivian is given high lineage and represented 
as really loving i',erlin; and I,erlin discloses 
the secrets of his art to Vivien impelled by a 
fatal destiny of which he was fully aware. 
veats's Vivian is vain, proud and 
egotistic a d his Time is a poor old humble 
philosopher who wants to teach the arrogant 
Vivian a lesson. Psrhaps the whole sketch grew 
out of Spenser's Garden of Adonis, though 
Spenser's Time is called wicked and shown as the 
great enemy of the 'fair Flower of Beauty' . The 
device of the fountain is probably an unconscious 
Shelleyan influence'. There is a great deal of 
enjambement in the blank verse and Yeats seems to 
be experimenting with the broken stave. He is 
very successful. 
The group of Indian poems (*An Indian 
Song ;tKanva, the Indian, on God);(Kanva on himself); 
\Jealousy) owe their origin to the young Brahmin 
1. Cf. Shelley's fondness for the fountain as a 
setting for his poems. Leon and Cythna wake up 
after death beside a fountain; Rosalind and 
Helen meet beside a fountain to tell their 
woes; the ?%itch of Atlas lived in a cavern 
near a secret fountain. 
whom Yeats, AE- and others invited to Dublin. Tven 
early in life Yeats had be 1n drawn to mysticism 
and spiritualism. ":hen re zvre schoolboys we 
used to discuss whatever ,,,,,e could find to read of 
mystical philosophy and to pass crystals over each 
other's hands and eyes and to fancy that we could 
feel a breath flowing from them Ne had been 
introduced to Theosophy by Charles Johnstone, had 
read Srtruattls `esoteric Ludd iism and was getting 
interested in astrn philosophy and thought. 
"Some among us when we look backward upon our live 
see that the coming of a young 1rahmin into Irelan 
helped to give our vase thoughts a shape? The 
young L >rahmin seems to be the Kanva3 of these 
poems. He was a charming man with delicate hands 
and beautiful gestures. "He taught us by what 
seemed an invincible logic that those who die, in 
so far as they have imagined beauty or justice, ar 
made a part of beauty or justice, and move through 
the minds of living men, as Shelley believed; and 
that mind overshadows mind even among the living, 
and by pathways that lie beyond the senses; a d 
that he measured labour by this measure, and put 
th ° hermit above all oth,r latourers, because, 
being, the most silent and the most hidd°n, he 
1. The Pathway. Volume VIII. D.191. The `hake so ea e 
Head Press, tratford-on-Avon. 1908. 
2. Ibid. 
3. A great same and philosoph r in Hindu mytholo ̂ y. 
lived nearer to the Eternal Powers, and showed 
their mastery of th world ".l. 
"Reliaion; he said, existed also for its 
own sake; and every soul quivered between two 
emotions, the desire to possess things, to make 
them a portion of its egotism, and a delight in 
just and beautiful things for their own sake -- and 
all religions were a doctrinal or symbolical 
crying aloud of this delig=ht ".2 These words have 
an added significance when ire think of Yeats's own 
theori =>s about the idea of Art for Art's sake 
in later days and his interest in Symbolism. The 
unfolding of the wisdom continued for days. 
"Alcibiades fled from Socrates lest he might do 
nothing but list -n to hire all his life long and I 
am certain that we, seeking as youth will for some 
unknown deed and thought, all dreamed that but to 
listen to this man who threw the enchantment of 
Dower about silent and gentle things, and at last 
to think as he did, was the one thing worth doing 
and thinking; and that all action and all words 
that lead to action w,re a little vulgar, a little 
trivial ".3 the important thing is that Yeats did 
awake out of that dream. That period of dream- 
1 .The 1?athway. Collected 7iorks, Vol .VIII . n.196. 
2. Ibid. 
3. Ibid. 
wrapt fancy, seances, "astern mysticism served a 
a definite purpose. It left its mark on his dic- 
tion, his metaphors, his rhythm as much as his 
other interests, pre- Raphaelitism, Ireland, Gaeli 
mytholo -y and the Drench symbolists. The 
individuality of Yeats's diction and rhythm, the 
lov -ply incantation during the middle period, the 
naked simplicity during the later period, is 
neither a racial heritage nor a cultivated habit. 
It is the product of his divergent interests, 
activities and pursuits. 
The Brahmin's formula for a bed -time 
prayer -- 'I have lived many lives. I have been 
a slave to a prince. May a beloved has sat upon 
my knees and I have sat upon the knees of many a 
beloved. .rverythino- that has been shall to again' 
-- is the basis of th poem'ranva on Himself 
'beautiful words that I spoilt once by turning 
them into clumsy words' says Yeats .l tKanva on 
Himself 1 is clumsy verse, though viewed objectively 
the Brahmin's utterance seems to have little 
bea-uty in spite of Yeats's eulogy. Yanva on (Tod' 
is the most succssful of th four poems, though 
all of them possess a certain lyrical fervour, 
and some critics find int J -alousy# something of the 
delicate spirit of Ialida.sa's '3akunthala`.2 
Of the other poems, 'Ephemera' is one 
l 
1.'ï'he Pathway. 2. J.Todhunter in a review( The ÿcademy, ,G-7-1880 ) 
of the best and shows little immaturity. It 
reminds one of Oscar ilde's 'Her Voice' and is 
also reminiscent of Verlaine's 'Colloque 
Sentimental' which begins: 
Dans le vieux parc solitaire et glacé 
Deux formes ont tout.( l'heure passe. 
This resemblaece mip:ht be superficial, even 
casual; but there is no mistakin.g that the poem 
owes something to laeterlinckts ' `Ïrsor des 
Humbles'. 
:Several of these poems are pre- 
Raphaelite in their freshness and nalve-Le and 
attention to minute detail. 'She who dwelt among 
the Sycamores' ,is one of the lovely ones which 
has never been reprinted. `Teats told Forrest Rei 
that it was written in its first form when he was 
only sixteen and that he thou°ht he had spoiled 
it when he re -wrote it as sonnet . ''__" _toten 
C'-'1:)1"s __ _'_'e f s in r beautiful poem 
whici AJ id. not of including in later editions 
For the first time 7pats begins to find 
himself in the Irish no nis , Some of them are too 
consciouly Irish and emphatically patriotic, e.g. 
1, 2. Appendix IV. 
'How Ferenczi Renyi kept Silent'; which is Yeats's 
earliest attempt at a patriotic poem. It is a 
conscious attem ;ot to imitate Davis a)d is as bad 
and melodramatic as -Davis at his worst. Others är 
comdonplace with merely an Irish title like 'The 
Fairy Pedant' . 'The fairyredant' shows in its 
tunefulness the influence of win :urne: 
Afar from our lawn and our levee, 
0 sister of sorrowful -raze: 
i`vh =re the roses in scarlet are heavy 
And dream of the end of their days, 
You move in another dominion 
And hang o'er the histor_i.ed stone: 
Unpruned is your beautiful pinion 
'!' ho :Pander and whi s o r alone. 
'lh.e best of them are thoroughly Irish. 
'A Legend' is based on Irish folk- lore.2 'An 
old song re- sung' (Down by the salley :-eardens my 
love and I did meet) is "an attempt to reconstruct 
an old song from three lines imperfectly 
remembered by an old woman in the village of 
Ballysodare, Sligo These with 'King Goll' and 
'To an Isle in the at;-r' are perhaps the most 
1. Appendix 1V. 
2. It is attributed to Giraldus Cambrensis, 
the media-val historian and is referred to in 
' homa.s ,,00re' s Irish - 'Let 'Jrin 
remember the days of old'. 
3. Footnote on p.129. of Oisi n (1889) . 
Yeatsian of the poems. They were all written 
abouti888 -' 89 . ' Kinns Go111 appeared in 1888 
in the little antholorr of Gill and Son and the 
others appear for th= first time in 1889 and are 
thus slirh.tly later in ,dpte than most of the other 
They indicate th direction of his development 
and form a prelude to the more Irish imagery 
and contents of his next volume. 
THE COUNTESS KATHLEEN 
VARIOUS L'G}iNDS AND LYRICS. 
"When I had just published my first book, 
I met William Morris in Holborn Viaduct, and he 
began to praise it with the words, 'That is my 
kind of Poetry', and promised to write about it, 
and would have said I do not know how much more if 
had not suddenly caught sight of one of those 
decorated lamp posts . n1 
e 
The resemblance between 'The Wanderings 
of Oisin' and Morris's Sagas is more than skin 
deep. In both Yeats and Morris "there is the 
same use of the old story and its facts; and there 
is an infusion, too, of wholly modern feeling, which 
the poet wagers that he will somehow reconcile with 
that more primitive matter. Morris infused . . . a 
temper towards beauty which belonged to his group 
and is not found in the northern stories at all; 
And something of the same temper, with a difference 
with a greater strangeness and remoteness, is 
infused by Yeats into all of his verse that is 
based on legend.."2 Morris must have also had in mind 
1. 'Samhain' An occasional review edited by W.B. 
Yeats. November 1908. P.1. 
2. 'Modern Studies' . Oliver Elton. P.299. 
a certain preciseness and beauty of expression 
which is evident in the shorter lyrics and 
sketches of the 1889 volume. The value of Morris's 
literary influence, following upon the rather 
prim domesticities of the early Victorian Era 
and the established conventions of the Pre - 
Raphaelites is sometimes underrated. Yeats saw 
a great deal of Morris as well as Henley during 
the years following 1887. At 7illiam Morris's 
house at Hamrr_ersmith, he was a frequent visitor. 
He met there ':alter Crane, Emery :Talker, Bernard 
Shaw, Hyndman the Socialist, and the anarchist 
Prince Kropotkin, all membrs of Morris's Socialist 
circle. Yeats had read 'The Earthly Paradise' 
and 'The Defence of Guenevere' as a boy and 
admired so much 'The man who never laughed again'' 
that his father teased him for preferring Morris 
to Keats, even accused him of that. Morris 
stirred his interest very much. "If some angels 
offered the choice, I would choose to live his life, 
Poetry and all, rather than my own or any other 
man' sl'; Yet Morris's influence worked in a 
different way from Henley's. Morris did not 
"project like Henley an image 
of himself because having all his imagination 
set upon making and doing, he had little 
self knowledge. He imagined instead new 
1. Autobiographies. P.175. 
conditions of making: and doing; and in the teeth 
of those scientific gener:a.lisations that cowed my 
boyhood, I can see some like imagining in -v' -pry 
great chencie, and believe that the first flying 
fish first leaped, not because it sou ht 
'adaptation' to the air, but out of horror of the 
sea "1 
On the other hand, Henley was his acknow 
ledged teacher. "I like many others, began under 
him my education' 2 . J :orris' s Poetry moved him 
intensely; Henley's writings he disliked "mainly 
because he wrote vers libre, which I associated 
with Tyndall and Huxley, and t3astien- Lepages's 
clownish p -asant staring with v cant yes at her 
great boots "5. The strong impressionism of 
'Hospital Skatches' a d 'London Voluntaries' did 
not appeal to Yeats. In his poetical works he 
was like a great actor with a. bad part, Yeats 
used to say. 
....n; 
... like a great actor of passion 
and an actor of passion will display 
some one quality of soul personified again and 
amain Henley, half inarticulate - 'I 
am very costive' ,y he ould say - beset with 
personal quarrels, built up an imaue of power and 
magnanimity till it became, at mom -nts, when seen 
1. Autobiogra;)hies . P.177. 
2. Ibid. P.153. 
3. Ibid. P.154. 
as it were by liçrhtn.ing, his true sslfi1. Henley 
was the leader of a little group Mich included 
Charles Thibley, Kenneth Grahame, 3arry Pain the 
novelist, R.A.iv_.t- venson. Kipling was there some 
times and tepniak, the rievolution &X,, Henley was 
something of en autocrat, but he encouraged 
talent, denounced thine^, and persons, that did 
not move us to reverence" and was "quite plainly 
not on th side of our parents'. "He mot the best 
out of us all, because he had made us accept him 
as our judge and we knew that his judgement 
could neither sleep, nor be softened, nor changed, 
nor turned aside" 2 . 
Several of the poems in the Countess 
rw 
Kathleen Volute appeared first in( The Scots 
Observer ) (afterwards The National Observer) , 
Henley's weekly newspaper. 'A Cradle Song', 
'Father Gilligan', 'The old Tension -r', 
'The Lake Isle of Innisfree', 'A man whit) dreamed 
of Fairyland', 'A Fairy Song', 'An pitaph' (A 
Dreg. of Leath), 'The Rose of the ''`orld' (Rosa 
t+undi) , 'The eace of the Rose', 'The ','.bite 
Iirds', 'Fergus and the Druidr3 "Henley often 
revised my lyrics, crossing out a line or a 
1. Autobiographies. P.155. 
2. Ibid. P.158 
3. Appendix 
77 
a stanza and writing in one of his own, and I 
was comforted by my belief that he also rewrote 
h i pling th :n in the first flood of popularity". 
And again, ''At first, indeed, I was ashamed of 
being rewritten and thought that others were not, 
a d only began investigation when the editorial 
characteristics, epigrams, archaisms, and all 
appeared in the article upon Paris fashions and 
in that upon opium by an :-.r;tian Pasha. I was no 
compelled to full conformity, for terse is plainly 
stubborn; a d in prose, that I might avoid un- 
acceptable opinions, I wrote nothing but ghost 
or fairy stories, ?picked up from my mother or 
some pilot at Rosses Point end Henley saw that I 
must needs mix a palette fitted to my subject 
matter. :gut if he had changed every 'has' into 
'bath' I would hove let him, for had not we sunned 
ourselves in his generosity ? "1 
That was life in London. Fut in spite 
of all its excitement, interest and importance, 
his heart remained in Ireland. e see him 
writing to Katherine ynar : "Any breath from 
Ireland in this hateful London,where you cannot 
go five paces without seeing some wretched object 
broken either by wealth or poverty is good "2 and 
again in another letter: "I do not think I shall 
1. Autmbiographies P.159. 
2. Twenty -Five Years: Reminiscences. P.259. 
ever find London very tolerable. It can give me 
nothing-. He had just ;published 'John Sherman' 
and 'Dhoya', written _0.irhaps at the instigation 
of his father2. These two stories are not isolated 
prose fragments in Yeats's poetic career. 719( 
provide# the key to his pe rsonal feelings, the 
in er struggle which had not yet made itself the 
basis of his Poetry. Sherman is not urlike Yeats 
himself and wallah is Sligo. Ganconagh's apology i 
young Yeats's confession. of faith and an 
admirable introduction to his early Poetry: 
.... I am an old little Irish spirit, and I 
sit in the hedges and watch the world go by. 
I see the boys going to market driving; 
donkeys with creels of turf and the girls 
carrying baskets of apples. Sometimes I 
call to some pretty face, and we chat a littl 
in the shadow, the apple basket before us, 
for .... I care for nothing in the world 
but love and idleness If my voice 
at while grows distant and dreamy when I 
talk of the world's affairs, rem -mter that I 
have seen all from my hole in the hedge. T 
hear continually the songs of my own p:ople 
1. '!'vrenty -five Years: Reminiscenc: = -s. 5.265. 
2. In a 1 -tter to hatherine Tyna he said:' ïdy father 
does not wish me to do critical work. He wants me 
to write stories. I am working on. one(possibly 
John Sherman) . It is almost done now. There is soiree 
good character drawing in it, I think, but the 
construction is patchy and. incoher nt: 
..Tho dance on the hillside, and am content. 
I have n=.ver carried apples or driven turf 
myself, or if I hav _ it was only in e 
drum 1 
o; ost of the poems in this volume are 
founded on Irish tradition. 'The Countess 
hathlen', the Princip l work, is an attempt to 
expound the traditions, customs and beliefs of 
Christan Ireland and is in direct contrast to the 
Pagan b =auty of 'the a- .derines of Uisin' which 
beloncs to the pre -Christian cycle of legends. 
"he Christian cycle being mainly cone. rn -d ith 
contending moods and moral motives needed, I 
thought, a dramatic vehicle. The tumultuous 
and heroic pa.;an cycle, on the other hand, having 
to do with vast and shadowy activities and .lit ;h 
the o'reat impersonal emotions expressed itself 
naturally or so I imagined in epic and epic - 
lyric measures. No epic method seemed sufficient 
ly minute and subtle for the one, end no dramatic 
method elastic and all -co Uainin enoue__h for the 
other'` 
The dramatic irethod. .employed by 'teats i 
a purely su j ectiv' one. And aerhaps it was in 
justification of this thPt h, rote in the 
dedicatory letter to AE in '':i'he 'ecret 
1. Introduction to John "Merman 9.nd Dho ya . P.1. 
2. Preface to' Cou !-.ess i a..thl =en 9nd. V,rio,?s Ten 
and Ltirics' ( l;?9n ed-i. t' on) 
s 
grt 
L.::)0 .Ary and romance cannot bs ilade by the most 
-.tudy of ft:: "j moments and of thc, 
Im,yint and feelina of otrs, but only by lookin 
InLo that little, infinite,falterin7, eternal 
flame that one calls ore's sslf'! And tie result 
7as thet the play mt with a chorus of protests 
especially from the clergy. "I was accused of 
blasphem bscause I made a woan sell her soul 
and Vet escape damnation, end a. lack of patriotism 
because I made Irishmen 9nd women, who it seems 
nsver did such a thing, sell neirs" said Yeats 
afterards. 
T The Countess Iathleen' is a dramatic 
poem in which the unity of mov nt Is preserved 
by a careful evoidanc of complexiti s of facts 
and motives. 'here is no central crisilknik dramatic 
sense. This absence of complexity is its strength. 
Feats U2S not attempting to write a realistic 
drama for the s (thoti h the plar ffis extremely 
eff ctive on th stage) tut only using the dramatic 
method to oive strength and point to his narrative. 
It is an attempt "to unite a more' ample method 
to feeling not less national, celtic, and 
distinctive"1. It is s tribute to Y-aLs's 
genius that he rave it dramatic dLr,ctness and 
severiuy. 
1. Introduction to 'The Countess lathleen stcl 
(1892 .-dition) D-9. 
8 1 
Directness and severity. Kathleen's 
inner s Lrur 1e is not depict-d, though T' are in- 
tensely aware of it. he is not etherialised 
but is human ) 1 c 1 «romanlr and the loss of h ==r 
soul becomes a simpl , but noble act of self - 
surrender. The rra -rital conflict, th- valuation of 
motives, th- casuistry are left to th, imacinati n 
of the audit. nce . And n ;ver for a moment doegche 
play suggest the unearthliness of spiritual thins 
or ?lorify the oddi ies of peasant 
superstition. The symbolism is suggestive, as 
it should be in a_ play, and even ebvious. The 
poisonous and pestilent vapours of the woods and 
marshes stand for sin and evil, and Kathleen's 
beauty and unselfishness for grace and faith. 
`!_he music of its lines has en intangible 
mystical beauty as in 
Who will go drive with Fergus now, 
And pierce the deep woods woven shade, 
And dance upon the level shore 
Young man, lift up thy russet brow, 
And lift ye tender eyelids, maid, 
And brood on hopes and years no more. 
And no more turn aside and brood 
Upon love's bitter mystery; 
For Fergus rules the brazen cars 
And rules the shadows of the wood, 
And the white breast of the dim sea 
ilnd all dishevelled wandering stars.1 
And yet it is conscious art. The peasants speak in 
lines whose very metre seems to show the stark reality 
of famine and want. 
Shemus. dhat can we do but live on sorrel and docl 
.nd dandelion, till our mouths are green? 
or a ,ain 
nary. You shall at lsst dry like dry leaves and hang 
wailed lite dead vermin to the doors of 
The 'Various Legends and. Lyrics' include 
stories from the old Irish cycle, ballads based on 
more modern incidents, imaginative lyrics and mystical 
love poems. Their fearless simplicity, haunting music 
wistfulness, even melancholy show how Irish Yeats 
has become. The theme of th(se poems IDs really 'A Druid 
land, a Druid time'. It is Irish Poetry with a Celtic 
imagination, Celtic imagery and diction in the 
classical manner. Morris's grasp of his themes and 
Henley's strict and. passionate self - judgement have 
become a part of Yeats so completely and his influence 
have been assimilated so thoroughly th't there are 
no odd lines and phrases breaking up his expression 
and bringing us memories of his masters. Lionel 
Johnson in a review in The Academy (Oct. 1892) scys 
1. Dropped in later editions, but included in 
'The _moose' as 'who goes with . Fergus?'. 
how "eats is not overcome by the apparent anta- 
gonism of th'. classical and the romantic in art, 
and that he can treat his subject according to 
its nature. Consider the ! ttis' of Catullus 
where the monstrous, barbaric --verity of the 
theme is realised in verse of the strictest 
beauty. Yeats's Poetry is in that spirit and with 
all the intensity of its passion is very severe 
art. 
Yeats's Irishism never becomes provincia'.. 
"It is easy to be fantastic, mystical, quaint, 
full of old -world delights in myths and legends 
devoted to dreams and sentiments of a fairy 
antiquity; but writ ;rs of this kind are commonly 
successful by fits and starts, their charm elusive 
and fugitive they have the vague imagination 
of !:elsh a d Irish folk; that perpetual vision 
of thins under enchanted lights, which makes the 
thought and speech of many an old peasant woran 
so graceful,, so 'poetical' . but when they approac 
the art of literature, they are unequal to its 
demands; they cannot so master th-_ art as to make 
it convey the ima,gination''1. The writers of the 
Irish Literary Revival have been varied and 
1. Lionel Johnson. 'The Academy' October 1, 1892. 
e3 
uneven. -jo. far did the creative, in a literary 
sense, show F distinctive evolution in technique and 
quality? Did the new Literature show a genuine 
feeling, for Irish idiom and the native speech? 
Outside Yeats's work these questions were a. little 
difficult to answer. _ut in 1=2,92 the Irish 
Renaissance was still in its early styes. .y national 
revival of Letters recuires a national change of 
heart. Yeats realised it and fashioned his work 
accordingly. 
'The Various Legends and Lyrics' begin 
and end with the pursuit and finding of [eauty, 
'the red- rose -bordered hem', and they are appropriate) 
called 'The Hose' in later editions. It opens: 
Red Nose, proud dose, sad Hose of all my days! 
Come near me, while I sing the ancient ways: 
il n 
Come near, that no mre blinded by man's fate, 
I find under the toughs of love and hate, 
In all poor foolish things that live a day, 
Eternal beauty wandering' on her way. 
rn closes: 
I cast my heart into my rhymes, 
That you, in the dim coming times 
y 
May know how my heart went with them 
After the red -rose bordered hem. 
The Rose poems are significant. They mark the 
beginnings of Yeats's pre -occupation with symbolism, 
a symbolism which he developed in his next volume, 
'The Wind Among the Reeds'. The Irish symbolism 
of the Rose was not known to the majority of readers 
in Ireland, let alone in England. Perhaps it was 
a blessing in disguise, as it made the understanding, 
even the appreciation of these poems easier. fkm 
gatax of Yeats had never been a poet of strong 
physical emotions. In his early days whenever he 
dealt with love or 4r)auty, he toyed with the idea 
of an abstract, intangible, personified Eternal 
Beauty. 
'The Two Trees', another mystic, 
symbolic poem shows a dissatisfaction with the 
outer world. 
Beloved, gaze in thine own heart. 
The inner life and the inner vision are the only 
things which matter. 'The White Birds' too shows 
the same dissatisfaction with the world we live 
in, but there the cry is for another world of 
phantasy and dream. Similarly, the visionary's 
8 
dream of the legendary country is the theme of 
'The man who dreamed of Fairy-land'. 
Two poems both employing e great deal 
of dialogue are 'Fer us and the Druid' and the 
'Death of Cuchulain'(Cuchulain's fight with the 
Sea) . 'Fer us and the Lruid' is a dialogue in 
blank verse. 'The Death of Cuchulain' is partly 
in dialogue and written in loose stanza form, 
rhymed in couplets. It is only a different 
version of the later 'On wile's Strand' and 
owes a great deal to Lady Gregory's 'Cuchulain 
of irluirtheme' . The use of the broken stave 
(as in lines 29, 30, 60, 61, 75 etc.) relieves 
the monotony of the rhymed couplets and is a 
masterly expedient. 
'The Lake Isle of In isfree', perhaps 
the most popular of Yeats's shorter lyrics 
appears here for the first time in book form. 
The first reference to it is in a Lett -r to 
Fsath.erine Tynan in which he give -s two of the 
three stanzas-. Later on, in the 'Autobiographie 
1. 'Twenty -five Years: !i.eminiscences' by Katharine 
Tynan . (W.L. Yeats: Some Letters). 
he says: "I had still the ambition, formed in 
Sligo in my teens, of living in imitation of 
Thoreau on Innisfree, a little island in Lough 
Gill, and when walking through Fleet Street very 
homesick I heard a little tinkle of brat -r and saw 
a fountain in a shoo- window which balanced e 
little ball upon its jet, and began to remember 
lake water. From the sudden remembrance came 
my poem 'Innisfree', my first lyric with anything 
inits rhythm of my own music. I had begun to 
loosen rhythm as an escape from rhetoric and from 
that emotion of the crowd which rhetoric brings, 
but I only u,derstood vaguely and occasionally 
that I must for my special purpose use nothing 
but the common syntax. A couple of ?.rears later 
I would not have written that first line with 
its conventional archaism -- "Arise and go" -- noI 
the inversion in the last stanza "l. 'The 
Lake Isle' has not much 1.)assion in it. I!either 
has the wistful love poem 'When you are old'. 
But they have both a certain subtlety of motive 
and tenderness. The lip'htness of touch in both 
is exquisite. And that is felt in many other 
poems also. Compare, forexample, in 'The 
1. Autobiographies. 1.190 -191. 
Rose of the World': 
Who dreamed that beauty passes like a dream? 
For these red lips,with all their mournful pride, 
Iv' ournful that no new wonder may betide, 
Troy passed away in one high funereal gleam, 
And Usna's children died. 
The simplicity of feeling and the directness of 
expression of the ballads Provide somewhat of a 
contrast. The best of them -- 'Father Gilligan', 
'Lament of the old Pensioner', 'Meditation of an 
old Fisherman', 'The Fiddler of Dooney' -- are full 
of natural sentiment. They have humour and a sense 
of the human soul in all things, a gentleness towards 
life which is not merely Irish, but Yeatsian . "I Le 
génie celtique', says Michelet, 'sympathise 
profondément avec le génie grec'. Neither Greek 
nor Celtic Poetry has that 'gravitas', that 
'auctoritas' which belongs to the Poetry of Rome 
and of England. In place of it the Greeks and 
Celts have the gift of simple spirituality, a 
quickness and adroitness in siezing the spiritual 
relations of things, a. beautiful childishness and 
freshness"l. 
1. Lionel Johnson in 'The Academy' October 1, 1892. 
SPECULATIONS. 
(1) Legendry, magic, astrology. 
Fietween 1892 and 1899 Yeats produced two 
volumes of prose: 'The Celtic Twilight' (18930 and 
'The Secret Rose' (1897). 
'The Celtic Twilight' is an attempt to 
create in the form of vivid sketches the background 
to Irish beliefs, superstitions, and customs. The 
sketches comprise scraps of autobiography, the 
conversation of peasants and farmers, stories of old 
country women, gossip, folk -lore, dramatised incident . 
They are fresh, truthful and sincere. At its best 
the book is light pleasant 'reportage' of the Irish 
countryside and its simple peoble and is a prelude to 
the more serious work. 'The :_ecret Rose' has 
something of the inwardness of a poet's beliefs. It 
is a study in Irish mythology and its symbolic 
meanings. Some of its legends and tales are of the 
poets own creation and the whole book is an intensely 
personal document. It is an attempt to cre2te a 
personal and individual mythology, a mythology he 
makes use of later to express personal emotions and 
modern ideas. "Ireland has preserved with some 
excellent things a gift of vision which has died out 
among more hurried and more successful nations'' he 
writes to A. ç;, in the dedication letter in 'The 
Secret Rose'. The book is a tribute to that gift 
and an elaboration of that vision. They have but 
one subject, the war of spiritual with natural order 
'The Secret Rose/is really tke key to 
'The 'And Among the Reeds' . To understand the 
complete siMnif_i_cance of the poems one has to turn 
back to 'The Secret Rose'. "Halrahan is the 
sim 1icit; of a.n imap'in.ation too chant eeble to gather 
permanent possessions, or the adoration of the 
shepherds; and h°= ichael Robartes is the pride of the 
imagination brooding upon the greatness of its 
possessions, or the adoration of the ':- agi; while 
Aedh is the myrrh and frankincense that the imaginati 
offers continually before all that it loves" .l That 
is from Yeats' s own notes to 'The ''.`ind Among th 
Reeds', In 'The Secret Rose' these imaginary 
personages, Harrahan, î+iichael Roberts, Aedh come to 
life and we see the s7mbols as s living force. 
These heroes are not unrelated to the 
Alchemical Rose and Owen Aherne of the 'Tables of the 
Maw'. 'The Tables of th- Law' and 'The adoration duf 
the íagi' appeared in a limited edition soon after 
Secr=et of the Rose' and with ' 70osa Alchemica' 
make a very colourful tti:Lo y. At the British. 
,iseum readin, -.coon Yeats had met '.'ac Tregor athers, 
the author of 'The Kabbala Unveiled_' and the brother- 
in-law of Henri Bergson, the philosopher. Soon 
=,nor v a?ets- Notes. F. 73-74. 
bn 
ql 
was initiated into "The Hermetic Students" in a 
Charlotte Street studio and had mastered Mather's 
symbolic system. The elaborate ritual of "The 
Hermetic Order of the Golden Door" fascinated him and_ 
he went so far Ps to say that Alchemy is "the gradual 
distillation of the contents of the soul, until they 
are ready to put off the mortel and put on the 
immortal ".1 Like Lully, Plamel and ParacelsuslAlchem 
beg.a.n to acquire an importance and e significance to 
him and became a dangerous preoccupation. And some- 
times he even looked as if he was e victim of his 
own credulity. Mathers and his friend, the white - 
haired Oxfordshire clergyman, spoke of alchemical 
laboratories in weird cells and the elixir of life. 
t his house at Forest Hill a small romantic group 
including Florence Farr assembled.. Mathers was 
demonstrating to his initiates, one by one, strange 
and unbelievable phenomene)andJ' presently, my turn came . 
Re gave me a card -board symbol and I closed my eyes. 
Sight carne slowly, there wss not that suden miracle 
as if the darkness had been cut with a knife, for tha . 
miracle is mostly a roman's privilege, but there arose 
before me mental images that I could not control: a 
desert and. black Titan raising himself up by his two 
hands from the middle of a heap of ancient ruins. 
1. The Secret Rose, lR97. P.249. 
Mathers ex, 1aine d that I ha l seen a be in of the orde 
of ,salamanders becuude he had shown ne their symbol, 
but it v,as not necessary even to show the symbol, it 
ould have been su'.'icient that he iaL,i_ned it, '1 
This was not rere i ri - - .ination, becausc: vie find him 
souri askin; himself ",:ghat fixed lay would our 
ex merinents leave to our imaination? "2 
Astrology too tra.cted him and. ''acfsre?or 
+Vif_:thers again seems to be the originator of the 
interest. C.eorve Moore in '._ve' describes bow Yeats 
had cards "specially desione,d for the casting of 
horoscopes. he (Yeats) sr4oke of his uncle, a celebrat:d 
occultist, whose oredictionns were all fulfilled, and 
related some of hi s o': n successes. .11 the s -me, he 
ha ; oeecn born under AcLuarius, and the calculRti -ms of 
toe reeve rents of '.hr °tars in that constelly Lion. 77ere 
so el ..bo'Gte t ,at iie had abandon d. the task for the 
i1V'ür:Iit, the i+,i-'7_1.1ence of the 
Pleiades. He shoed me tri-ei1es drawn on plain shee 
of cardbo r.l.. into which I e.s to t:'ai.nl<.i.n7 
of some brirlary colour - red, or blue; or green . . ." 
And in ',here there is Nothing' -hen the 
wise `vomnr, in her trance told him that his insri ra- 
tion was from the moon, he says : "I had. no need to 
turn to my books of astroloy to know that. th.e common 
1. xutobiogra.phies. P.230. 
2. Ibid. i.. 232. 
3. 'Ave'. 
s 
people are under the moon, or the porphyry to remembe 
the, image- making; power of the waters". 
i1 
Theosophy. 
It was Charles Johnstone who introduced 
Yeats to 'Th.eosonhy, "Already in Dublin, I had been 
attracted to the Theosophists because they had affirm: d 
the real existence of the Jew, or of his like, and, a.ert 
from whatever might have been i_naeined by Huxley, 
Tyndall, Carolus Duran and Bastien- Lepsce, I saw 
nothing; against reality "1. The young rah ̂yin Thom Yea s 
a.nd friends invited to Dublin, Astrology, and T'heosopl 
are all of one se, uence . Theosohy is diluted 
mixture of the superficialities of many relieions and 
in its finished form has somethinr2 distantly akin to 
certain channels of Indian thought. Madame blavätsky, 
an extr,ordinsry 1Noman - ith a frighteningly fertile 
and vivid im ̂ ination, psychic intuition end . 
com)elling personality made the society a living 
orfanisr-l. The esoteric teachings, the use of colour 
symbol, clairvoyance and occultism must have been the 
things which dre; Yeats into the circle. He called 
on Hlavatsky and was soon a f2ecuent visitor at her 
house in. Holland Park. Henley had warned him that sh 
was a fake, yet a genius; hut his curiosity ,-1.11 not 
be denied. 
Y 
if wisdom existed anywhere in the world, it must be 
in some lonely mind admitting: no duty to us, 
comrnunin =- ; °ith 'ï,od_ only, conceding nothing from 
fear or favour" .1 
,,ith Theosophy came the Society of Psychic 
research and he began to attend seances. His curiosi 
was insatiable and he could lend himself to any ex- 
perience with the utmost readiness. Yeats took every 
one of these projects with a sincerity which is 
unquestionable, but at the same time critically, 
almost scientifically. It is doubtful if he took 
,part in their scientific incuiries. Perhaps, but it 
would be unlike him . But he did conduct the most 
.fantastic experiments: "Some book or magazine . . 
. . had ,uoted from an essay upon magic by some 
seVenteenth century writer. If you burnt a- flower 
to ashes and put the ashes under the receiver of an 
air -pump and stood the receiver in the moonlight for 
so many nights, the ghodt of the flower would appear 
hovering over its :sties. I got together a committee 
which performed this experiment without results. "2 
But criticism end srgument were unwelcome in such 
circles and he wondered whether it was just a dread 
of heresy or lack of essential purpose. 
1. Autobiographies. P.214. 
2. Ibid. v.224. 
1 
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(3) Symbolism; The Rhymers. 
Yeats met Ernest Rhys, "a Welshman., lately 
a writer of aVelsh translations and orieinal poems "1, 
and with him founded the Rhymer 3 Club. The club met 
at an old eating -house in Strand called "The Cheshire 
Cheese ". The principal members were Lionel Johnson, 
Ernest Dawson, Victor Plarr, Ernest Radford, John 
Davidson, Richard le Gallienne, T..Rolleston, Edwin 
Ellis and Arthur Symons Less freouent visitors to 
"The Cheshire Cheese" were John Todhunter, Oscar 'Vilde 
Herbert Morne and Francis Thompson2. Iconoclasm was 
their fetish and they revelled in spirited contradicti 
They dressed in the conventional poetic fashion and 
created a little bohemia of their own and read their 
poems to one another. Eut the meetings were dull and 
decorous and politeness made their criticism of little 
value. "I saw that SSA, -inburne in one way, 
Bro- ning in another, and Tennyson in a third, had 
filled their work with whet I called 'impurities', 
curiosities about politics, about science, about his- 
tory, ,bout religion; and that ,rye must create once mo e 
the pure work "3. These words of Yeats represent the 
attitude of the Rhymers towards Poetry; and it is iro 
ical that Yeats should have said that because no plan's 
1. Autobiographies 1.204. 
2. William atson was a member but never attended th 
Cheshire Cheese meetings. 
3. Autobiographies 1-.207. 
work shows more curiosities about politics, science, 
history and religion. Art for art's sake meant much 
the same as Art in a vacuum and soon the Rhymers'/ 
Club came to grief. 
It was at the rhymers' Club that Yeats met 
Arthur Symons. Lionel Johnson was the acknowledged 
critic of the group and his place in Yeats's friend- 
ship was soon taken by !,.rthur Symons. Symons was full 
of France and I.npressionism. ìothin.g should be des- 
cribed, but only suç;gested. Symons's friendship gave 
Yeats's thoughts a richness and clearness and was to 
make lasting influence on his poetry. "He (Symons) 
was making; those translations from Mallarme.and from 
Verlaine, from Clderon, from St. John of the Cross, 
which p:re the most accomplished metrical translations 
i 
of our time, and I think that those from . :allarme may 
have given elaborate form to my verses of those years 
to the latter poems of "The hind Among the Heeds ", to 
"The Shadowy Waters'", while Villiers de L'Isle Adam 
had shaped whatever in my "Rosa Alchemies" EatOr had 
not shaped "1. 
Arthur Symons was writing his "Symbolist 
Movement in Literature" and when it w -As published in 
1899, dedicated it to Yeats. In the dedicatory epistl 
he said: "You, more than :ny one else, will sympathis 
with what I say in it, being yourself the chief repre 
sentative of that movement in our country. . . . Your 
1. Autobiographies p.395. 
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own Irish liaterary movement is one of its expressions 
your own poetry and A.E.'s poetry belong to it in the 
most intimate sense ". Yeats had just pub- 
lished his "Wind tamong the Reeds" and how much its 
symbolism owes to Symons and France can be seen when 
Symons goes on to say: "How often have you and I dis- 
cussed all these questions, rarely arguing about them, 
for we rarely had an essential difference of opinion, 
but bringing them more and more clearly into light, 
turning our instincts into logic, digging until we 
reached the bases of our convictions. And all the whil 
we were working as well as thinking out a philosophy 
of art; you at all events, creating beautiful 
things n 
e 
The Symbolist Movement originated in France. 
It was a reaction against form, the preciseness and 
realism of the romantics, B3audelaire, Flaubert, the 
Concourts, `Paine, Zola, Leconte de Lisle. The symbo- 
lists aimed at suggesting rather than saying. ï'hey 
elaborated form but not for its own sake, attempting 
to separate it from its servility to rhetoric. Verbal 
elaboration of details gave way to a subtle style 
which evoked significant details in objects. The image, 
pure visual experience is evoked by the symbol which 
evokes subconscious memories and emotional suggestion.-. 
It was a revolt against rhetoric, "exteriority ", the 
material tradttionlandt Literature in their hands 
became a sacred ritual with the dignity ,nd. solemnity 
of religion. 
The doctrine of Myst'_ ism ", spys Arthur 
symons, "with which rll this Symblica_l Literature has 
so much to do, of which it is all so much the expres- 
sion, presents us with a theory of life 
which. makes us familiar with mystery, end which seems 
to harmonise those instincts which make for religion, 
passion and art, freeing us at once of a great 
bondage ".1 Yeats responded tothese sentiments fully. 
1. The Symbolist Movement in Literature _ Arthur 
Symons p. 173. 
"THE WIND AMONG THE R?':i,DS" and "IN THE SEVEN WOODS". 
Writing about the Countess Kathleen 
volume Yeats has said: 
"I thought that for a time I could rhyme 
of love, calling it 'The Rose', because of the 
Rose's double meaning; of a fisherman who had 'never 
a crack' in his heart; of an old woman complaining 
of the idleness of the young, or of some cheerful 
fiddler, all those things that 'popular poets' write 
of, but that I must some day -- on that day when the 
gates began to open -- become difficult or obscure. 
With a rhyme that still echoed Morris I prayed to 
the Red Rose, to Intellectual Beauty: 
Come near,come near,come near - ah,leave me still, 
A little space for the Rose -breath to fill, 
Lest I no more hear common things . . . . 
But seek alone to hear the strange things said 
By God to the bright hearts of those long dead, 
and learn to chant a tongue men do not know ".l 
The Rose poems are simple lyrics which 
have something of the swift and airy rhyming of 
Allingham (Compare 'Down by the Salley Gardens 
did I meet my Love') and a pleasant singing 
quality reminiscent occasionally of the subtle 
rhythm and fluency of Thomas More.(Compare 'When youl 
are old'). They were an attempt to be Irish, a 
1. Autobiographies. P.315. 
proclamation of his raison d'tre. The last poem, 
'To Ireland in the Coming Times' is s ststement of 
that ambition, a bold and fearless cry: 
Know that I would accounted be 
True brother of e company 
dho sang to sweeten Ireland's wrong, 
Ballad and story, rann and song; 
Nor be I any less of them, 
Because the red -rose -bordered hem 
Of her, whose history began 
Eefore God made the Angelis clan, 
Trails all about the written page. 
X X X X 
Tor may I less be counted one 
,íith Davis, Mangan, Ferguson, 
Because to him, who ponders well, 
My rhymes more then their rhyming tell 
Of things discovered in the deep, 
.there only body's laid asleep, 
For the elemental creatures go 
About my table to and fro, 
That hurry from unmeasured mind. 
To rant and rage in flood and wind. 
It is a far cry from that direct personal 
statement to the abstract symbolism of 'The Wind 
Among the deeds'. 'The Rose' is the song of a pstrio 
in love with mother Earth, perhaps with a bruised 
heart, whereas the'dind Nmong the _Heeds' is the Celti 
I 
soul dwelling with her in spirit decrying the desire 
for self -perpetuation. The imagery of the Celtic 
Twilight end the earlier lyrics is still there. Such 
combinations as 'cloud -pale', 'dream- heavy', passion 
dimmed',a_re frecuent. Eut the 'dream -reality' acquire 
a new significnce and finds a new motive. Irish 
mythology and legendary history crystallise into a. 
Yeatsian pattern and take on a new life. 
I use the wind as a symbol of vague desire 
and hopes, not merely because the Sidhe are in the 
wind, or because the wind bloweth as it listeth, but 
because wind and spirit and vague desire have been 
associated everywhere "1. It is that vague desire whic 
gives these poems of inhuman beauty. They have 
a. haunting cadence which is intangible, which cannot 
be analysed but only felt. Their delicate and evane- 
scent charm is at its highest when he is obeying the 
dictates of an emotion or a sentiment and at its 
weakest when he tries to be definite and precise. 
The poems are attributed to the heroes of 
the Secret dose, Aedh, Hanrahan, =Zoba.rtes, all of 
whom represent a. particular outlook of the Conscious- 
ness in its passionate, dreaming or intellectual moods 
"It is by means of these dramatic symbols, refining 
still further upon the large mythological symbolism 
which he has built up into almost a system, that 
1. Notes; 4ind Among the Heeds. 
Yeats weaves about the simplicity of moods that ela- 
borate web of atmosphere in which the illusion of 
love and the cruelty of 'in and the gross ecstasy 
of hope become changed into beauty. "1 The mytholo- 
;.ical imaEery and symbolism are used in senae of hi 
own and provide him with a vehicle for the expression 
of personal emotions. "Elaborate modern psychology 
sounds egotistical, I thought, when it speaks in the 
first person, but not those si?nole emotions which 
resemble the more, the more powerful they are, every- 
body's emotion, and I was soon to write many poems 
where an always personal emotion was woven into a- 
neral ;pattern of myth and symbol. "2 
Most of the love poetry in'Yhe :: ind. Amon: 
the Reeds' and in 'In the Seven Noods' is written in 
this idiom. Some, like '0 do not love too long' 
Sweetheart, 0 do not love toc long, 
I loved lmng and long, 
And Frew to be out of fashion 
Like on old sons 
or 'ce1 =er give all the Heart,' 
For everythin that's lovely is 
Tut a brief, dreamy, kind delight. 
0 never give the heart outright, 
1. tirthur Symons: a review in the Spturday eview 
for  iMf a.y 6, 18Y9. 
i-xutobioraphies. ?.l87. 
For they, for all smooth lips can say 
Have given their hearts un to the play. 
express a poignant mood directly. All have been the 
inspiration of that colourful personality, Maud Gonn 
Maud Gonne, young, tall, and beautiful, came to 
Dublin at e period when the revolutionary fervour 
which Pernell embodied was at its highest; so comple 
tely her own mistress that she led an independent 
art student's life in the Letin Quarter. John O'Lear 
had given her an introduction to the elder Yeats and 
she visited the Yeats at the Bedford Bark house. '`Sh 
seemed a classical impersonation of the Spring, the 
Virgilian commendation 'She walks like a goddess' 
made for her alone. Her complexion was luminous., lik 
that of apple blossom through which the light falls. 
4 
"1 Her dynamic personality, boundless 
energy end great beauty have been the inspiration 
for the greatest love poetry of our age. h'uch of it 
has been expressed in symbols end attributed to 
others, but whether he was writing about Cathleen ni 
Houlihan or some Sybil from an old le rend, it wes 
Maud Gonne's shape that they all took. 
I thought of your beauty, and this arrow, 
Made out of a wild thought, iskin my marrow. 
There's no man may look upon her, no man, 
1. Autobiographies P.152. 
As when newly grown to be a woman, 
Tall and noble but with face and bosom 
Delicate in colour as apple blossom. 
This beauty's kinder, yet for a reason 
I could weep that the old is out of season.' 
Yeats brought this vision of her to everything that 
he touched, the stage, the players, and made every- 
body susceptible to her arresting beauty. 
I had thought for no one's but your ears: 
That you were beautiful, and that I strove 
To love you in the old high way of love;2 
It is doubtful if one woman has been the inspiration 
of so much great love poetry with any poet. Expresse 
in symbols and personified, it becomes profound and 
limitless and is li'_e a joi`nant penetrating cry. 
hen my arms wrap you round I press 
My heart upon the loveliness 
That has long, faded from the world;: 
'Michael c.obartes remembers forgotten Eeauty'; 'Aedh 
thinks of those who have spoken evil of his Beloved', 
'gives his Beloved certain rhymes' and 'tells of the 
rerfect Beauty'. 'He laments the loss of love' and 
i. The arrow. In the Seven -::odds. 
% Adam's Uurse. In the Seven `,roods. 
3. Michael :cobartes remembers forgotten Beauty. 
'wishes his 1:3eloved --ere dead'. 'Hanrahan speaks t 
the lovers of his songs in coming days'. 'Mongon 
thinks of his past -ireatness', 'laments the change 
that has come u(-,on him and his Beloved and longs for 
the end of the \ orld' . Throu'_:h ell these, which den 
1^ri.th nn absolute beauty seen and felt in an imooe.rso- 
na.l vision -e feel e uflity of ecstasy or poignancy 
which is profoundly personal. nd though the indivi 
dual's nr:ssion becomes a universal consciousness in 
most of them, the dropoing; of the names, Hanrehen, 
Hobartes and hedh in later editions is something in 
the nature of a confession of the ineffectiveness of 
all this elaborate symbolic garb. For the sheer e 
joyment of many of these oems a complete kno-led .r7e 
of the mytholooical imagery is not necessary. 'Take 
the notes on 'The Hose' for example: 
The Hose has been for many centuries a 
symbol of spiritual love and supreme beauty. The 
Count goblet ')'Nlviella thinks that it was once 
symbol of the sun, itself a principal symbol 
of the divine nature, and the symbolic heart of 
thins. The lotus LIS in some Eastern countties 
imagined blossoming_: uoon the Tree of Life, as th 
Flower of Life, and is thus represented in Assyr 
an bas- reliefs. Because the Rose, the flower sas ed 
to the Virgin Mary, and the flower that Apuleius' 
adventurer ate, when he was changed out of the 
shape and recieved into the fellowship of Isis, 
a- s 
WY- 
t -Lethe Western Flower of Life, I have imagined it 
growing upon the Tree of Life One finds 
the Rose in the Irish poets, sometimes as a religi- 
ous symbol, as in the phrase, 'the Rose of Friday', 
meaning the Rose of austerity, in a Gaelic poem in 
Dr. Hyde's 'Religious Songs of Connacht'; and, I 
think, es a symbol of woman's beauty in the Gaelic 
Song, 'Roseen Dubh'; and a symbol of Ireland in 
Mangan's adaptation of 'Roseen Dubh', 'My Dark Rosa 
leen' , and in i,:r. Aubrey de Vere's "The Little 
Black :rose ". I do not know any evidence to prove 
whether this symbol came to Ireland with Mediaeval 
Christianity, or whether it came down from Celtic 
times. I have read somewhere that a stone engraved 
with a Celtic God, who holds what looks like a rose 
in one hand, has been found somewhere in England; 
If the Hose was really a symbol of Ire- 
land among the Gaelic poets, and if 'Roseen Dubh' 
is really a political poem, -s some think, one may 
feel pretty certain that the ancient Celts associ- 
ated the Rose with Eire, or Fotla, or Bamba 
Goddesses who gave their names to Ireland or 
with some principal god or goddess, for such symbol 
are not suddenly adopted or invented, but come out 
of mythology. 
I have made The Seven Lights, the Conste- 
llation of the Lear, lament for the theft of the 
Rose, and I have made the Dracon, the constellation 
Draco, the r uLrdïan of the Rose, because these con 
stellations move a.bcut the pole of the heavens, 
the 11c1--t Tree of Life in many countries, and 
are often associ-ted with the Tree of Life in my- 
thology. It is this Tree of Life tliet I have put 
into the 'Song of Mong,an' under its cormnon Irish 
form of e hazel; and because it had sometimes the 
stirs for fruit, I have hung upon it 'the Crooked 
Plough' and. the 'Pilot' star, as the Gaelic-spea- 
king Irishmen sometimes call the Bear and the 
North Star. I have made it an axle -tree in "Aedh 
hears the Cry of the Sedge ", for this was another 
ancient way of represemting it.1 
Such notes make lovely reading, but are a clumsy exile 
dient and only make one conscious of the arbitrarines 
of the symbols. If 'Hanrahan', 'Michael Robartes', 
and JAedh) did stand for a particular consciousness in 
1899 and had e profound significance, why were they 
dropped later? When a poet uses recondite imagery and 
explains elaborately in notes that he is doubtful of 
its meaning he can be legitimately accused of creatin 
wanton difficulty. Lut Yeats's use ofl symbolism here, 
especially the use of astrological and magical symbol 
is that of an artist somewhat enamoured of a new 
medium, but who has the ingenuity to make use of it 
well. 
1. The WincAni.ong the Reeds. 74 - 75. 
; 
Thus in the notes to 4]'\iicha.el -_obartes bids 
his Beloved be et i-eace1 he describes first the neo- 
olatonist symbolism of the see and then goes on to SAy 
I follow much Irish and other mythology end the ma i- 
cal tradition in associating North with night and slee 
the East, piece of sunrise, with hope and the South, 
the place of the sun when at its height, with nassion 
d desire and the ,::est, the place of sunset, with. 
Fading and dreaming things.''l And the hound in 
Do you not hear me calling, white deer with no 
horns? 
I have been changed to a hound with one red ear 
is supposed to be "related to the Hounds of Annwvyn 
or of H des who are white and have red ears; also the 
hounds that Irish country people believe will -.wake 
and seize the souls of the dead if ÿo'z lament them too 
loudlygor too soon; and to the hound, the son of 
Setante, killed on , visit to the Celtic jades "! And 
again: 'I got my hound end deer out of e lest- century 
Gaelic poem about Oisin.'s journey to the country of 
the youn_ . After the hunting of the hornless deer, tha 
leads him to the seashore, and while he is riding over 
the sea with iamb, he sees amid. the waters 
a young man following a girl who has a golden apple, 
and afterwards P hound with one red ear following with 
no horns. This hound end this deer seem plain images 
1. Wind Among the ; eeds. P. 90. 
2. Mongon laments the change that has come on him 
end Beloved. 
lo.e 
of the desire of the man 'which is for the woman', 
and 'the desire of the woman which is for the desire 
of the man', and of all desires that area as these . 
The man in my poem who has a hazel wand 
may have been Aengus, Master of Love; and I have mad 
the boar without bristles come out of the West, 
because the place of sunset was in Ireland, as in 
other countries, a place of symbolic darkness and 
death ".1 
On the other hand, some of the notes are 
delightfully vague and explain very little. 'The Cap 
and Bells' is one of the loveliest of the poems in 
the "Wind Among the Reeds" and has been interpreted 
several weys. Perhaps the most satisfactory explana- 
tion is to take 'Cap and Lells' to mean the poet's 
gift of rhyme. "I dreamed this story exactly as I 
have written it ", Yeats says in the notes, "end 
dreamed another long dream after it, trying to make 
out its meaning, and whether I was to write it in 
prose or verse. The first dream was more P vision 
than a. dream, for it was beautiful and coherent, and 
gave me the sense of illumination and exaltation 
that one gets from visions, while the second dream 
was confused and. meaningless. The poem has always 
meant a great d_ee.l to me, though, as is the way with 
symbolic poems, it has not always meant cuite the 
1. P.440. Collected Poems (Macmillan 1933). 
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same thing. Blake would have said, 'The authors are 
in eternity', and I am quite sure they can only be 
questioned in dreams." 
Blake is still in his mind and one naturali 
associates 
'0 blessedness comes in the night and the day 
And whither the wise heart knows; 
And one has seen in the redness of wine 
The Incorruptible ciose.'1 
with Blake's doctrine of the eternal holiness of 
passion. 
In all these poems the attempt is to expres 
the things wklich he on the farthest edge of expressio 
and one of Yeats's greatest services to literature 
is that he has thus enhanced the poetic consciousness 
of our age. L.A.G. Strong in his 'A Letter to W.L. 
Yeats' /says: "It would almost be fair to say that 
you have sought to express the inexpressible, since 
your aim, that rim of difficulty that stops just shor 
of the impossible, would have been indeed impossible 
to any shot but yours. Poets, you have said, are not 
permitted to shoot beyond the tangible: but there hes 
been nothing to forbid their extending the range of 
consciousness to include what hitherto had been 
1. 'The Blessed' Wind Among the Reeds. 
2. P. 11 -12 A Letter to W.B. Yeats - L. Strom, 
(The Hogarth Letters No.6) 
subjective end intangible. This was a task for a 
ma.;ici: n, and you have _zone about it as a practical 
magician must. It is in terms of the tangible th ̂ t 
the intangible is snared. The significance of your 
poetry has been its power to evoke by the hardest an 
most precise of symbols the most delicate tones of 
beauty and meaning and you are a magical 
poelin that you have by ceaseless diligence and labo 
found a way of arranging concrete symbols that shall 
awake in us huge shadows of your wonder. It is a 
precise and definite art: the cutting of an agate. 
First the incuisitive spirit, and the shock of perce- 
ption: then by long diligence, the magician. No one 
since Blake has made a few words signify so much.' 
On the whole, the poems of 'In the Seven 
roods' show an a d.vance.'Adam's Curse' is very much 
in a later Yeatsian manner. 
'For to articulate sweet sounds together 
Is to work harder than all these, and yet 
Be thought an idler by the noisy set 
Of bankers, schoolmasters, and clergymen 
The martyrs call the world.' 
is clearly a departure from the visionary mood and 
the direct statement of a human experience. He has 
been accused of a half- ironical pose in the opening 
lines: 
'A line will take us hours may be: 
Yet if it does not seem a moment's thought, 
Our stitching and unstitching has been naught'. 
though actually it is a straightforward confession 
of despair. In a review of Dr.Hyde's 'Love Songs of 
Connacht' in the'Bookman'(October 1893) he said the 
very same thing : "And we - we labour and labour, 
and spend days over a stanza or a paragraph, and at 
the end of it have made, likely as not, a mere 
bundle of phrases ". 
'The Song of the i.'andering Aengus' like 
'The Host of the Air' in the 'wind among the Reeds' 
is based on an old ballad. It was suggested to Yeats 
by an old Greek ballad, but in his hands it has 
acquired something of the quality of Lady Gregory's 
'Dream of Angus Og'. 'The Host of the Air' has the 
severity and directness of the best ballads. Yeats 
always acquires this when dealing with the traditions 
or beliefs which he can share with the people. 'The 
Happy Townland' is another example. It is based on 
the belief,khack so common in Celtic legends, that an 
earthly paradise exists somewhere near our earth;that 
men in trance can see the fairy people and their shining 
duns and hear their sweet and soothing music.1 
'The Old Age of Queen Maeve' and 'Baile and 
Aillinn' are Yeats's best narrative poems. 'Queen 
1. Maeterlinck was so charmed with this idea that he 
made use of it in 'L'Oiseau Bleu'. As Mytyl and 
Tyltyl stand at midnight in the cold dark cemetEry 
'une floraison d'abord gr./he et timide comme une 
vapeur d'eau,puis blanche et virginale et de plus 
en plus touffue transforme le cimetière en un sort 
de jardin féerique et nuptial'. Vile tableau,actlV. 
Maeve' is written in the manner of the ancient Irish 
bard, the poet interrupting the narrative now and the 
to put in a word of his own: 
"0 unquiet heart, 
Why do you praise another, praising her, 
As if there were no tale but your own tale 
Worth knitting to e. measure of sweet sound? 
Have I not bid you tell of that greet queen 
Who has been burned some two thousand years ?" 
The blank verse has a dignified cadence which gives 
the poem a touch of the poetry of the Irish heroic 
age and the Homeric epics. And it is only by comparin 
it with Lady Grep:ory's "Cuchulain of 'Juirthemne" that 
one realises the complete transformation the original 
has undergone in Yeets's hand. The poem owes a great 
deal to Lady Gregory and the description of iviaeve: 
She had been beautiful in that old way 
That's all but gone, for the proud heart is gon 
And the fool of the Counting -house fear all 
:gut soft beauty and indolent desire. 
an well be applied to her. Technically the poem is 
very advanced and it is difficult to say whether it 
is on the whole a greater achievement than "Baile and 
`illinn ". Dr. Hyde and Lady Gregory agein ere the 
source in "Beile and Aillinn ", but Yeats has given 




Between 1903 (l In the Seven ':roods') and 
1910 ('The Green Helm^t and Other Poems') Yeats 
wrote little Poetry. But they were busy years. 
in those etc-ht years, -eats produced eight plays 
''.she shadowy .aters' (1900) , 'Cathleen ni Hoolihan' 
(1902) , fl here there is Nothing' (1903) ,!;T he Hour 
Glass'(1903), 'The rot of Eroth', 'The I<_ing's 
Threshold','On Baile's Strand'(1904), and 'Deirdre' 
(1907); two volumes of criticism, 'Ideas of 
Good and hvil' (190 ,) and 'Discoveries' (1907) ; 
and edited, off and on, three publicatipns: 
' amhain' , ' i eltaine' and 'The Arrow'. 
'All the Irish. movement rose out of 
Yeats and returns to Yeats' l said George .toore once 
and it was no exac-eration. He was virtually the 
founder of the 'Irish. Literary _ociety' in 
London as well as 'The National Literay Society' 
in Dublin. 'I had definite plans; I wanted to 
create an Irish theatre' 2. That was about 1890. 
He hadn't completed his 'Cou Mess i\ath.leen' then. 
By 1899, the project had practically taken shape. 
The Irish National Theatre really came into bAing 
1. 'Vale' P.206. 
2. Autobioarraohies . 
on the 8th of uí27, 1899. Lady üremory, - :dward 
1 artyn, A.E. , pr. i ouelas Hyde, Georc'e i\.00re 
w,rer- his '__tain collaborators. And outside Literature 
there were John O'Leary, Lord ]Dufferin, äí1]_i am 
O'-rien, the agrarian agitator and Lord O'Brien, 
Chief Justice of Ireland. But from the very begin - 
ning there was trouble. 'Yeats was accused of blas- 
phemy in 'Countess Cathleen' , one of the ,lays in 
the opening programme, and there were booing and 
cat -calls in the theatre. It was not an auspicious 
start. Soon, George Moore and ,artyn showed that 
they were principally interested in the continen- 
tal type of drama and there was division among the 
directors. -eats insisted that the aim of the theatre 
should be a return to the people. In 1902 Martyr 
and George Moore fave up their association with 
the theatre. But Yeats did not give up. In 
1904 i,iss Bornima.n presented the ormanisation with 
a theatre of their own in Abbey Street. But 
criticism was always rampant,, and more often than 
not, Yeats was alone in shouldering all the blame 
and most of the responsibilities. He experimented 
with the speaking of verse, invited Florence Farr 
to speak to the psaltery and maintained the high 
standard end exclusiveness of the Abbey Theatre. 
lahen Synge'd 'Playboy' was produced at the Abr.ey 
the Unionist pagers called it an insult to Ireland 
and the police had to be called in to restore 
order at the Theatre. Yeats had to fi -:ht a lone 
battle , ga.inst the clergy, the newspapers, the 
tyrannies of political clubs and societies. But he 
won through. The play went on and was Ft last recai 
r:uietly. Soon Miss Horniman bade farewell to Irish 
drama; the Fays, ever faithful to the .L obey, and 
great artists, left Dublin with Maire O'Neill; 
Synge died. And once again the burden fell on Yeat 
and. Lady 'Tregory. 
V 
In thy'$ midst of all this turmoil, Yeats 
produced pl =y after play, in prose as well as verse 
He had. \ritten the slight but beautiful one -act 
play, 'The Land of Heart's Desire' in l94. 'The 
Shadowy- Inters', Yeats's own favourite play, came 
out in 1900. It is a deliP7htful dream world 
created out of a strange symbolic imagery the 
red rose, the lit torch, the sacramental wine, 
the ancient worm and dragon of the vorld. 
'Cathleen ni Houlihan', 'On Baile's Strand' and 
'The Knight's Threshold' dealt with Irish mythology, 
but Yeats's treatment gave them the significance 
of modern problem plays. 'Deirdre' like 'The 
Shadowy !eaters' had little action. Both thise couli. 
be called dramas of moods. They dealt with the 
mind and the emotions. 
Yeats's later plays owe a great deal to 
Japanese N plays. The importance of the dance, 




by Eastern. Drama. Speaking to a 'Troup of students 
at Oxford in 1919, he said that at one period he 
tried to steep himself in translations of Sanskrit 
plays and assimilate for use in his writinc s what- 
ever in them seemed valuatle and congenial1. 'Four 
clays for Dancers' (1921) was written in the new 
frame of mind. `='he first performance of 'At the 
Hawk's Y'Jell' was in on ordinary room without a 
platform. A patterned screen against the wall at 
one end was the only device. Idasks were worn by th 
actors. In 'Calvary' Yeats combines the symbolism 
Robar tes with the technique of N6 plays. The play 
has a severe, austere beauty. 'The Dreaming of the 
Bones' makes use of a similar legend. 'The only 
Jealousy of »mi r' amain deals with the Irish hero 
Cuchulain. 
Yeats ma?/: ed to solve a personal problem 
when he attempted to transplant tha Nó plays to 
the Irish stage. And this in spite of the fact' 
that Irish mythological figures as Japanese warrior 
produced a rather curious and bizarre effect on an 
audience. 'Calvary' and 'Resurrection' with 
their loose Alexandrines justify this treatment 
and do not show any straining; towards an exotic 
cult. In the much later 'eheels and Bueterflies' 
(1935) he bases his art on the Japanese 'shinji' 
and 'kit play. 
1. ' .B. Heats: A ;Study' by C.L. 'erenn. P.13. 
Yeats had little use for democracy in 
the theatre. He remained exclusive and even de.mande 
a small and elect audience. He made drama an ela- 
borate ri *upl. Yet one of his latest plays, 
'The 'fiords upon the 'dVindow -pane' (1934) is in 
prose. Here he makes excellent dramatic use of 
the seance. The x expedient of bringing Swift and 
Stella, to life again show- dramatic instinct and 
resourcefulness. But 'The Words upon the Window- 
pane' stands alone among the later works. In his ve 
latest ,:corks like 'The King of the Great Clock Tower 
war 
he gets very impatient i his inability to cre= - ..te th 
proper atmosphere for their appreciation. Its 
central theme is S;lome's dance, and its climax 
the dance itself; but there is no dancing in the 
play except in the imagination of the audience. 
IA Full ivoon in March' is the new verse -form of 
'The Kina of the Great Clock Tower'. "I wrote 
the King of the Great Clock Tower in prose; 
friend, whose judgement I have trusted in the past, 
denounced it in violent language I came 
to the conclusion that prose dial gue is as un- 
popular among my studious friends as dialogue in 
verse among actors and platy- goers. I have therefor 
rewritten 'The King of the Great Clock Tower' in 
verse, but if anybody is incline,.9 to play it, I 
recommend the arose version 'l. 'A Herne's 





,c-A(1970) is in verse and so is his very last play, 
'iJurnstoovl which vas )or[ol-med at the Abbey in 
the crnmlner oi 193S end led to the most heated 
and controversial debates '2 to its rneanins'. It 
is to be published this autumn by his sister 
at the Cuala 2ress. 
THE GREEN HELMET INT) OTTiER oErs (1910) 
End 
RESPONSIBILITIES (1914) 
'I hpve Elvfys Eou.ht to bring my mind 
close to the mind of Inr9ien fnd JEpEnese ooets, old 
woden in Connauht, mediums in Soho, lay brothers 
',ham I imrHine dreentini in some mediaeval --Ionestery 
tbe dre.ms of their v-T.11-:--e, leErnel. :uthors who 
refer , 11 to antifluity: to immerse it in the f'energl 
-inc] rhere tht mind is scerce se-oer-ble from -het 
,,ve bei. 'r he subc-r-scious' 
nd . I hEve mur =red evoct!cons Pnd freuented 
mediums, del' hte-1 ln -11 1-t disrle,red rept nrob- 
lims thool'h sensuous imeges, or e:'oitin bhrases, 
rocootin from pbstr-ct schools but fe- technical 
t,ht re so old theï seem but broken Erchitre- 
ves f,llen cmid brcmble and Iress, rnd hEve out my- 
self to school lihere - nil things are seen: A Tenedo 
TEcitfle per AffliCf SilentiE Lunpe."- 
Yerts did not undertpke these things wil- 
fully nor through P love of the strenge End the exoti 
but becpuse, 'unaccountable thins hpd hen-Gened even 
in my childhood, end because of an ungovernfble 
crEving" 2 . 
1. 'Anima Mundit. Essays (MEcmillEn) P.507. 
2. 1Hodos Chameliontesi, Trembling of the Veil 
Essays (Y.Ecmillen) P.326-327. 
3I 
The remarkable change that we meet with in 
Yeats's poetry by 1910 is the result of that period 
of speculation and struggle. And it ended in disillu- 
sionment and bitterness. "The poet finds and makes hi 
mask in disappointment, the hero in defect ", he wrote 
in rer Arnica Silentia Lunae.l And the net achieve- 
ment of it all was a mere faking stock of the desert 
sand and of the sayings of a.ntiouity.2 
'The fascination of what is difficult 
Has dried the sap out of my vein, and rent 
Spontaneous joy and natural content 
Out of my heart.' 
5 
is the sardonic voice of man who has struggled and 
has been frustrated. 
Through all the lying days of my youth 
I swayed my leaves and flowers in the sun; 
Ivow I may wither into the truth.4 
These lines find a poignant echo in the later 
The holy centaurs of the hills are vanished; 
I have nothing but the embittered sun; 
Banished heroic mother moon and vanished, 
And now that I have come to fifty years 
l_must endure the timid sun.o 
Which are really lines written in dejection. But soon 
1. 'Anima Hoininis' . Essays (Iulacmillan) P. 500. 
2. c.f. P.509 'Anima Mundi'. 'I will but say like th- 
Arab boy that became Vizier: "0 brother, I have taen 
stock in the desert sand and of the sayings of 
antiquity" '. 
3. 'The Fascination of .shat is Difficult' - 
4. 'The Coming of Wisdom with Time' - The dreen AelmLt 
and Other. poems. 
he realises that 'men improve with the years', 
I -elm worn out with dreams, 
A weather -worn marble- triton 
Among the streams. 
But I grow old nmonr dreams .1 
And he develops energy out of conflict and forces a 
triumph out of defeat. He casts off his old coat: 
I made my song a coat 
Covered wit., embroideries 
Out of old mythologies 
From heel to throat; 
But the fools cnu;ht it, 
wore it i_n the world's eyes 
As though they'd wrought it. 
Song, let them take it, 
For there's more enterprise 
In walking naked. 
This was his inner strugk,le. But at the sam 
time Ireland, the theatre, Politics occupied his mind 
very much. Synge's strange career and his disagree- 
ment with the Nationalists filled his mind. The 
Irish Nationalists'`, he wrote in 'J.M. Synge and the 
Ireland of his Time', 'are preoccupied with the 
nation's future, with heroes, poets, soldiers, paint& 
ers, armies, fleets, but only as these things are 
1. 'Men improve with the Years'. ild Swans at Coole 
understood by e chill in a ,rationalist School, while 
a secret feeling that whet is so unreal needs conti- 
nual defence makes them bitter They no 
longer love, for only life is loved, and at lest, s 
generation is like an hysterical women who will make 
unmeasured accusations and believe impossible things, 
because of some logical deduction from solitary 
thought which has turned a pobtion of her mind to 
stone ".l His impatience becomes a raillery: 
My curse on plays 
ThaP have to be set up in fifty ways, 
On the day's war with every knave and dol, 
Theatre business, management of men. 
John O'Leary, the old Fenian, who had ventured into 
an insurrection not hoping to attain victory but to 
set the nation an example, stood for romantic Ireland 
and it was Yeats's hope that a great tragic poetry 
was to arise from it. But he was disappointed with a 
Nationalism which cared only for an immediate victory 
and an immediate utility. 
Romantic Ireland is dead and gone, 
It's with O'Leary in the grave. 
Was it for this the wild geese spread 
The grey wing upon every tide; 
For this that all that blood was shed, 
Essays (.Macmillan). P.389. 
2. 'The Fascination of what is Difficult' - The 
Green Helmet and Other Poems. 
For this idward Fitzgerald died, 
And Robert Emmet and Wolfe Tone, 
All that delirium of the brave? 
Romantic Ireland's dead and gone, 
It's with O'Leary in the gravel 
That unity of image which he sought in national 
literature seemed hopelessly far away. 'I began to 
feel myself not only solitary, but helpless'.2 
But this despair turned him towards himself 
and becomes the subject matter of his Poetry. earlier 
he had toyed himself with the idea that Poetry 
should be written only about beautiful things. 
wrote about the Celtic Twilight, rternal Beauty, 
heroes and heroines of Irish mythology and clothed 
them all in a half -dreamy, hypnotic imagery. But 
now he leaves the Ivory Tower and presses everything, 
patriotism as well, into the dtbmain of Poetry. And 
he works hard to rescue his imagination from abstraction 
and make it as preoccupied with life as had been 
the imagination of Chaucer. 
The keynote of 'The Green Helmet and Other 
Poems' is dissatisfaction, impatience, helplessness',. 
Dissatisfaction with Ireland: 
How should the world be luckier if this house, 
There passion and precision have been one 
1. 'September 1913' ('Responsibilities') 
2. 'Autobiographies' P.326. 
Time out of mind, became the ruinous 
To breed the lidless eye that loves the sun? 
and with himself: 
All things can tempt me from this craft of ver 
One time it was a woman's face, or worse 
The seeming needs of my fool- driven lsnd; 2 
It marks a period of tr nsition. But by 1914 with 
'Responsibilities' he has deported into the wilder- 
ness. 'The Green Helmet and Other rooms' show an 
advance in precision of imagery and syntax on his 
earlier 1' ork ('The Mask', for example) though we 
get traces in it of that bold use of lonely words, 
completely absorbed into the texture of the poems, 
which characterised 'The And Among the Needs'. 
Or 
'0 love is the crooked thing, 
There is nobody wise enough 
To find out all that is in it'.' 
I had this thought á while aU.o, 
'My derlina cannot understand 
:hat I have done, or whet would do 
In this blind bitter land. 
4 
could well be from any of the love lyrics in 'In the 
Seven :odds'. 
1. "Upon House Shaken by the Land t,ritation" . 
2. *All things can tempt me* 
3. 'Brown renny'. 
4. t Bords ! 
es 
"Responsibilities" marks his entry into 
contemporary life. Here his lines are stripped 
bare, and we notice in his diction a conscious 
attempt to acquire the run of every day speech: 
Or 
'A cursing rogue with a merry face, 
A bundle of rags upon a crutch, 
Stumbled upon that windy place . . 
1 
'As I carne over Windy Gap 
They threw a half -penny into my cap, 
For I am running to Paradise; . .12 
Or again, the refrain of 'September 1913', 
Romantic Ireland's dead and gone 
It is with O'Leary in the grave. 
"Like boughs in winter, they showed the stark perfec 
tion of their architecture that bound each word to 
stem and branch and root: the idea bitterly flowing 
out into the bare, clean boughs. 
"'September 1913': 'The Cold Heaven': 'The 
Magi' : and the terrible 
Toil and grow rich 
What's that but to lie 
'pith a foul witch 
And after, drained dry, 
To be brought 
1.'The Hour before Dawn'. 2.'Running to Paradise' 
`r/;--(0 
To the chamber where 
Lies one long sought 
with despair.r1 
The three main events in contemporary 
Irish life which stirred him most were the Parnell 
controversy, the dispute over 'The Playboy' and the 
Dublin Corporation's refusal of a building for Sir 
Hugh Lane's famous collection of pictures. And they:, 
are directly responsible for ' To a Wealthy Man', 'To 
a friend whose work has come to nothing'2, ' Pandeen'!, 
'To a Shade', and, of course, 'September 1913'. 
'The Dolls' and 'The Magi' are based on 
fables -- "The fable for this poem('The Dolls') came 
into my head while I was giving some lectures in 
Dublin. I had noticed once again how all thought 
among us is frozen into 'something other than human 
life'. After I had made the poem,I looked up one day 
the blue of the sky,and suddenly imagined,as if 
lost in the blue of the sky,stiff figures in procession. 
I remembered that they were the habitual image suggested 
by the blue sky, and looking for a second fable 
called them 'The Magi', complementary forms of those 
enraged dollsr3. They form a refreshing contrast to 
1. L.A.G.Strong. 'A Letter to W.B.Yeats' P.13 -14. 
2. Lady Gregory thought that the poem 'To a friend 
whose work has come to nothing'is addressed to Sir 
Hugh Lane. Actually it is addressed to her. 
3. Collected Works. fv(acmillan(1933) . P.445. 
the political, literary end. artistic controversies 
v.hich form the b.sis for most of the other poems 
in the book. 'In dreams beins responsibility'; but 
he had been having very few dreams of late: 
"'how am I fallen from myself, for a long time 
now 
I have not seen the Prince of Chang in my dreams 
Khoung -F ou- Ts eu" 
iz1 
fHE LAST PHASE. 
:ith ' l'he ;iild Swans at Coole' Yeats 
enters the last phase of his poetic career. His 
natural expression had alwrys kept up with the 
development of his mind. rind now after the storms 
of 'Responsibilities', he has entered into a com- 
parative calm. His verse has grown firmer and 
terser, and in 'The ild Swans et Coole' we notice 
a very individual rhythm ith a finished be .uty. 
The Trees are in their autumn beauty, 
The woodland paths are dry, 
Jnder the October Twilight the water 
iYiirrors a still sky; 
Joon the brimming water among the stones 
Are nine -and -fifty swans .1 
The rhythm of thf,t is new to English Poetry and it 
is Yests's own creation. And a different one, but 
again very individual is that of: 
There is a. queen in China, or maybe it's in Spain, 
rind birthdays and holidays such praises can be he 
Of her unblemished lineaments, a whiteness with 
no stain, 
That she might be that sprightly girl trodden by 
a bird;" 
He had snecula.ted a good deal. but onee 
these speculations had crystallised into definite 
patterns, "(he) had created for (himself) an 
1.' i'he ild Swans at Coole' 
2. HislPhoenixt 
intellectual solitude, (and) most arguments that 
could influence action had lost something of their 
meaning " l. In these poems he has caught the 
serenity of the swans at Coole, 'Mysterious, 
beautiful'. And though there are 'lines written 
in dejection' in them, most of them show a stability 
and a poisefrrung out of controlled passion. It 
is the futility of discipline that is not of the whole 
being, that makes him say 'on being asked for a 
poem': 
I think it better that in times like these 
A poet's mouth mRst be silent,for in truth 
pie have no gift to set a statesman right; 
He has had enough of meddling who can pleas 
A young girl in the indolence of her youth, 
Or an old man upon a winter's night. 
That is in an ironical vein, is even flippant and 
is in striking contrast to the sustained dignity 
and dispassionate judgment of 'Ego Dominus Tuus' 
Michael Robartes and Owen Aherne are 
stripped of their symbolic strappings. The Alchemi 
who symbolised a certain mood of the poet's con- 
sciousness is transformed into a "friend who has 
but lately returned from Mesopotamia, where, he 
has partly found and partly thought out much 
philosophy. I consider that Aherne and aobartes, 
men to whose namesakes I had attributed a turbulent 
life or death have quarrelled with me. They take 
t 
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their place in a phantasmagoria in which I endeavour 
to explain my philosophy of life and death. To some 
extent I wrote these poems as a text for exposition." 
He is back to life with a quiet determinati 
and gentle assurance in 'A Prayer for my Daughter'2. 
VV hat a lovely benediction that beautiful poem is: 
And yet he is full of a grave concern about the 
future: 
Thing fall apL.rt; the centre cannot hold; 
diere anarchy is loosed upon the , orld, 
!he blood- dimmed tide is loosed,and everywher 
The ceremony of innocence is drowned; 
The best lack all conviction, while the worst 
Are full of passionate intensity.3 
The destiny of Europe and the world has taken the 
place of Ireland, and mere raillery has given way 
to an utterance of profound concern. 'Nineteen 
Hundred and Nineteen'4 is a heart -breaking poem. 
How much he has gained in awareness and the expressio 
of it can be seen by comparing 'Meditations in time 
of Civil War', written : t Thoor Lallylee in 1922 
to 'Upon a home shaken by the Land ,tnitation'. 
He had published'A Vision' in 19'5, a 
difficult text -book of magic and symboli.n-i, which 
1. i -otes . Collected Poems. 133. i . 446. 
2. ' "Ric }Tael Robartes and the Dancer' (1921) 
3. 'The Second Coming'. 
4. Written in 1919, but published in 'The Tower'(192E 
e 
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puzzled. the critics. Some ignored it. Others 
evaded it. Lven Edmund Wilson, the American. critic, 
who has interpreted Yeats's work better than any 
one else, dismissed it as the price we have to pay 
for the greatest intellect of modern times. Yeats 
had pn intelligence which will not be denied. His 
curiosity till his very last days remained alive, 
and he would go round sind round everything that 
he interested himself in, and into it, until he had 
found all there was to find. 
'the Tower'(1928) does not show signs of 
such obscurantism. Its symbolism has no trappings, 
no veil of fancy, no untraceable 4roiogica± 
meaning, and its personages Pre fay r,;muvL,d from 
abstract personifications of °articular moods . 
`'The persons mentioned are associated by legend, 
story bnd tradition pith the neighbourhood of 
Thoor Balllee or Ballylee Castle, where the poem 
was written. Mrs. French lived at Peterswell in 
the eighteenth century and was related to Sir 
Donna Barrington, who described the incident of the 
ears and the trouble that came of it. The pe,,sant 
beauty and the blind poet are Mary Hynes and Rsftery' 
'The Tower' has a certain proud austerity 
about it, a nobility, a reticence. Yet he does rend 
1. Collected Poems. Pir,cmill gin. P.446. 
1. 
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the veil now and then, as in: 
L mock . 1otínas' thought 
And cry in i lato's teeth, 
Death and life were not 
Till man made up the -Thole 
Made lock, stock and barrel 
Out of his bitter soul. 
Aye, sun and moon and star, all.1. 
it is something in our own eyes that make us see 
?into and t- lotïnus all transcendence, he adds in 
a. later note. That mockery and that cry are th ose 
of one ,Those soul has clapped its hands and sung; 
and sung .loudly an with flawless clarity. 
has proved himself no paltry thing, far from ' 
tattered coat upon a stick'. The direct passion 
of a poem like 'Leda and the swan' is almost 
startling; and the wonderful lines: 
A shudder in the loins engenders there 
The broken wall, the burning roof and tower 
And Agamemnon dead. 
make you feel the a- ctual`- pulse of blood. 
Then we collie to 'The úi indin tair' (193:3 ) 
He had a long period of illness in 198. "Then in 
the spring of 19e9 life returned as an impression 
of the uncontrollable energy and daring of the 
great creators; it seemed that but for journalism 
1. 'The Tower' 
and criticism, all that evasion and explanation, 
the world would be torn in. pieces. I wrote 'Mad 
as the mist and Snow', a mechanical little song, 
end after that almost all that group of poems 
called XI XX in memory of those exultant -eeks, 
'.lords for iviusic, rerhans' . Then ill again, I 
warmed myself back into life with ',yza_ntium' and 
'Veronica's Napkin', looking for F theme that my 
befit my years".1 
.4e were the last romantics - chose for theme 
Traditional sanctity and loveliness; 
hatever's ritten in what poets name 
The book of the people; whatever most can ble 
The mind of man or elevate a rhyme; 
but all is chan.;;ed, that high horse riderless 
Though mounted in that saddle Homer rode 
',there the swan drifts upon e darkening; flood. 
Homer is the touchstone here. SomethinL in the 
nature of a reversion to, and a disdain for the 
comforts of religion. Solomon end Sheba have 
given place to Crazy Jane and Jack, the Journeyman. 
jznd the cold proud women of his earlier poems have 
been superseded by Crazy Jane, self -forgetful and 
abandoned in love. Von Higel, he dismisses, though 
with blessings on his head. 
'Homer is my example and his unchristened heart' 
And in 'The Dialogue of Self and Soul', he cries: 
1. Collected 
roems, ì'.45 '.'Coole and L:llylee' 
SS 
' anho can distinguish darkness from the soul ?' 
The Position again, a pegan courage and 
defiance in the face of every human imperfection: 
I am content to live it all again 
And yet again, if it be life to pitch 
Into the frog- spawn of a blind man's ditch, 
A blind man battering blind men; 
Or in that most fecund ditch of all, 
The folly that men does 
Or must suffer, if he woos 
A proud woman not kindred of his soul.1 
The love of life is unabated. it is full- blooded, 
passionate in its intensity. 
i4hy should the imagineti on of man 
Long past his prime remember things that are 
Lmblematical of love and war? 
Think of ancestral night that can, 
if but imagination scorn the earth 
And intellect its wandering 
To this and that and t' other thing, 
2 
_Deliver from the crime of death and birth. 
There he has surpassed all that he has done. "The 
thought is more compressed, the diction simpler, 
the vision bolder There is, in the Poetry 
of (his) later period, an intellectual content, 
1. 'A Dia loue of Self and Soul' 
2. Ibid. 
an imagination, a passion, and a sure control which 
is not to be matched in c.ny poet 6f (our) generation. 
It is contemporcry Poetry, yet it transcends its time 
It is aristoc ±atic, yet has all the vigour coarse- 
ness could have given it. It is intellectual, but 
its blood runs hot. It is full of anger, yet 
holds the perfect equilibrium. It mocks, but 
keeps its dignity. A magnificent arrogance, (the) 
response to 'the fascination of what is difficult' 
informs it all. It is wise, without wisdom's chill." 
1. u.ii.G.$trong: A Letter to W.B.Yeats. 
1 
3 tD 
The Developments of Yeats's interests 
with special reference to 
'A Vision'. 
Dorothy H. Hoare in her book 'The Works of 
Morris and Yeats in Relation to Saga Literature' 
points out how Morris found reality in the sounds 
and sights of the English landscape, but that Yeats 
was moved by his contemplation of the Irish country- 
side to turn from everyday reality to the romantic 
consideration of the past and to fantasy. The hills 
the country -side, the sea of his familiar hest county 
acquired in his imagination a new symbolic 
significance. Yeats himself says how the Irish people 
associated legends with places and how every strange 
stone and little coppice has its legend preserved in 
written and unwritten tradition. The Irish romantic 
movement, he goes on to add, has arisen out of this 
tradition, and should always, even when it makes new 
legends about traditional people and things, be 
haunted by places. That provides the link between 
three important things in Yeats's work - the country- 
side, tradition and peasant belief. Yeats's early it 
Poetry deals mainly with these,and into these 
symbolism, magic and the twilight are all interwoven. 
The resulting work at its best becomes the expressiop 
of a trance. The world of phantasy and legends 
become a symbol for his imagination and acquire an 
irresistable fascination. And so we hear him 
saying in one of the earliest lyrics: 
Come away, 0 human child: 
To the waters and the wild 
With a faery, hand in hand, 
For the world's more full of weeping than you can 
understand. 
And the man 'Uiho dreamed of Fairyland' 
... stood among a crowd at Drumahair; 
His heart hung all upon a silken dress, 
And he had known at last some tenderness, 
Before Earth made of him her sleepy care; 
But when a man poured fish into a pile, 
It seemed they raised their little silver heads, 
And sang how day a Druid twilight sheds 
Upon a dim, green, well- beloved isle, 
Where people love beside star -laden seas; 
How Time may never mar their faery vows 
Under the woven roofs of quicken boughs: 
The singing shook him out of his new ease. 
The enchanted 'Happy 'l'ownland' with its fruits and 
blossoms all the year round, and rivers 'running over 
1v 
with red beer qd brown beer' and Queens 'their eyes 
blue like the ice' dancing in a crowd is far away 
from actuality. T :ven Ireland he thought of as half - 
historical, half- 1: >gendary. 
It is when he says in a slightly later 
poemi thä.t the actual world with its uncomely 
things and discords is an unsatisfactory place 
even to nurse a broken heart: 
All things uncomely and broken,all things worn out 
and old, 
The cry of a child by the roadway, the creak of a 
lumbering cart, 
The heavy steps of the ploughman, splashing the 
wintry mould, 
Are wronging your image that blossoms a rose mæÌ 
in the deeps of my heart 
that we become aware of a real conflict which is 
not merely the dissatisfaction of the early poems. 
The aestheticism of Pater on which he had based his 
philosophy of Art led him on to the cultivation of 
the imagination as an end in itself. He had been 
would 
conscious of its inadequacy, but`put above everything 
else the nobility and splendour 'Imagination'. 
Frustrated love and its bitter memory bring him 
to earth. The lines: 
Things said or done long ago, 
Or things I did not do or say 
But thought that I might say or do, 
Weigh me down, and not a day 
But something i- recalled, 
My conscience o_ my vanity appalled. 
1.The Lover tells of the Rose in his heart' 
are almost tragic in their passionate seriousness 
and show genuine penitence. The shallowness, perhaps 
even a sense of the futility of his inspiration 
oppresses him. 
'The Green Helmet'(1910) has poems 
with such different titles as 'A Friend's Illness', 
'At Galway Races'ij 'On hearing that the the students 
of our new University have joined the agitation 
against Immoral Literature', 'A Drinking Song' and 
'Upon a House Shaken by the Land Agitation'. That 
is the beginning of the new phase in Yeats's career. 
Contemporary life becomes a very important theme 
and his interests gather in variety and strength. 
The Irish Revolution and his career as a member 
of the Irish Senate brought him close to political 
machinery and the intricacies of its workings. 
Yet, in the main, his conception of life 
remained a fixed one, not static,but moving within a, 
circle. In his early days he thought of legends in 
cycles. And now, in 'A Vision' he speaks of human 
history as a circle produced by the turning of 
two revolving cones upon each other. "One must bear 
in mind that the Christian -5ra, like the two thousand 
years, let us say, that went before it, is an entire; 
wheel, 
, nd each half of It an entire wheel, that each 
1_t comes to its 28th phase reaches the 15th 
Phase or the 1st Phase of the entire ilra. It 
follows therefore that the 15th Phase of each 
millenium, to keep the symbolic measure of time, 
is Phase 8 or Phase 22 of the entire era, that 
Aphrodite rises from a stormy sea, that Helen could 
not be Helen but for beleaguered Troy. The era itself 
is but half of a greater era and its Phase 15 
comes also at a period of war or trouble". 
Describing the scheme of life represente.l 
by the pattern of 'The Great Theel', Yeats says: 
"According to 3implicius, a late commentator on 
Aristotle, the Concord of Empedocles fabricates all 
things into 'an homogeneous sphere', and then Discoid 
separates the elements and so makes the world we 
inhabit, but even the sphere formed by Concord is not 
the changeless eternity, for concord or Love but 
offers us the image of that which is changeless. 
If we think of the vortex attributed tit) Discord 
as formed by circles diminishing until they are nothing, 
and of the opposing sphere attributed to Concord 
as forming from itself an opposing vortex,the 
apex of each vortex in the middle of the other's 
base, we have the fundamental symbol of my in- 
structors."' One pole represents complete 
objectivity and the other complete subjectivity, 
and e circular journey between th two extremes 
along the circumference touches upon various 
1. 'A Vision' (,'iacmillan, 1937) P.67-.68. 
phases of human personality. "The identification 
of time with subjectivity is probably as old as 
philosophy; all that we can touch or handle, and 
for the moment I mean no other objectivity, has 
shape or magnitude, whereas our thoughts and emotions 
have duration s_nd quality, a thought recurs or is 
habitual, a. lecture or a musical composition is 
measured upon the clock. At the same time pure time 
and pure space, pure subjectivity and pure 
objectivity -- the plane at the bottom of the cone 
and the point at its apex -- are abstractions or 
figments of the mind."' 
If the moon represents subjectivity and 
the sun objectivity, the phase of complete 
objectivity will be when the dark of the moon 
is closest to the sun. The phase of complete 
subjectivity will be represented by the Full Moon. 
There are only antipodal types of supernatural beings 
at the two poles as human beings cannot live there. 
And along the 'orbit of the moon' are situated the 
number of phases which represent different types 
of human personality. 
"The subjective cone is called that of 
the 'antithetical tincture' because it is achieved 
and defended by continual conflict with its opposite; 
1. 'A Vision'. P.70 -71. 
the objective cone is called that of the 'primary 
tincture' because whereas subjectivity . . . tends 
to separate man from man, objectivity brings us back 
to the mass where we begin ".1 The antithetical 
tincture is emotional and aesthetic whereas the 
primary tincture is reasonable and moral. "Within 
these cones move what are called the 'Four Faculties': 
'Will' and 'Mask', 'Creative Mind' and 'Body of Fate' . "2 
All this is worked out with great care 
and ingenuity, and throughout, Yeats has paid great 
attention to his 'Instructors'. The explanations 
and the significance attached to these 'Symbols of 
Reality' are very complicated, but what is important 
is the fact that his imagination was moved profou_-dly 
by the Circle itself. Look at that very difficult 
Poem, 'The Phases pf the Moon'3: 
Robartes. Twenty- and -eight the phases of the moo., 
The full and the moon's dark and all the crescents, 
Twenty- and -eight, and yet but six- and -twenty 
The cradles that a man must needs be rocked 
For there's no human life at the full or the dark. 
From the first crescent to the half, the dream 
But summons to adventure and the man 
Is always happy like a bird or a beast; 
1. 'A Vision' P.71 -72 
2. Ibid. P.73. 
3. 'The Iild Swans at Coole' 
But while the moon is rounding towards the full 
He follows whatever whim's most difficult 
Among whims not impossible, and though scarred, 
As with the cat -o'- nine -tails of the mind, 
Fis body moulded from within his body 
Grows comelier. Eleven pass, end then 
Athena takes Achilles by the hair, 
Hector is in the dust, Nietzsche is born, 
Because the heroes' crescent is the twelfth. 
And yet, twice born, twice buried, grow he must; 
Before the full moon, helpless as a worm. 
The thirteenth moon but sets the soul at war 
In its own being, and when that war's begun 
There is no muscle in the arm; and after, 
Under the frenzy of the fourteenth moon 
The soul begins to fremb'e into stillness, 
To die into the labyrinth of itself? 
x x x x x x x x y x x 
All thought becomes an image and the soul 
Becomes abody: that body and that soul 
Too perfect at the full to lie in a cradle, 
Too lonely for the traffic of the world: 
Body and soul cast out and cast away 
Beyond the visible world. 
x x x x x x x x x x x x 
when the moon's full those creatures of the fully' 
Are met on the waste hills by country men 
Who shudder and hurry by: body and soul 
Estranged amid the strangeness of themselves, 
Caught up in contemplation, the mind's eye 
Fixed upon images that once were thought; 
For separate, perfect, and immovable 
Images can break the solitude 
Of lovely satisfied, indifferent eyes. 
x x x x x x x x 
And after that the crumbling of the moon. 
The soul remembering its loneliness 
Shudders in many cradles; all is ch.an2ed, 
It would b the world's servant, and as it serve 
Choosing whatever task's most difficult 
Among tasks not impossible, it takes 
Upon the body and upon the soul 
The coarseness of the drudge. 
Aherne. Fefore the full 
It sought itself and afterwards the world. 
Robartes. Because you are forgotten, half out of life, 
And never wrote a book, your thought is clear. 
Reformer, merchant, statesman, learned. man, 
Dutiful husband, honest wife by turn, 
Cradle upon cradle, and all in flight and all 
Deformed because there is no deformity 
But saves us froma dream. 
Aherne. And what of those 
That the last servile crescent has set free? 
Robartes. Because all dark,like those that are all light, 
They are cast beyond the verge, and in a cloud, 
Crying to one another like the bats; 
And having no desire they cannot tell 
that's good or bad, or what it is to triumph 
At the perfection of one's own obedience; 
And yet they speak what's blown into their mind; 
Deformed beyond deformity, unformed, 
Insipid as the dough before it is baked, 
They change their bodies at a word 
When all the dough has been so kneaded up 
That it can take what form cook Nature fancy, 
The first thin crescent is wheeled round once more. 
x x x x x x x 
Hunchback and saint and fool are the last crescents. 
1 
The burning bow that once could shoot an arrow 
Out of the up and down, the wagon -wheel 
Of beauty's cruelty and wisdom's chatter - 
Out of that raving tide - is drawn betwixt 
Deformity of body and mind 
'The Phases of the Moon' describes the cycle so 
elaborately explained in 'A Vision' and the two should 
really be read together. A vein of pessimism keeps 
on intruding now and then, as fòr example when 
Aherne says: 
'All dreams of the soul 
End in a beautiful man's or woman's body.' 
Whether the 'Instructor' really provided. 'metaphors 
1).C1 
for Poetry' or notjthe 'Vision' and the 'Great Circle 
form an integral part of many of Yeats's later poems. 
And in some of them the metaphors are very striking 
indeed. Look at the diction and the imagery of the 
second verse of 'The iecond Coming?: 
Surely some revelation is at hand; 
Surely the Second Coming is at hand. 
The Second Comings Hardly are those words out 
When a vast image out of Spiritus Mundi 
Troubles my sight: somewhere in sands of the desert 
A shape with lion body and the head of a man, 
A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun, 
Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it 
Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds. 
The darkness drop d again; but now I know 
That twenty centuries of stony sleep 
Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle, 
And what rough beast, its hour come round at last, 
Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born? 
Some of Yeats's best poems like the beautiful 'Leda 
and the Swan' can be fully understood only by looking 
back at 'A Vision'. "g± "I imagine the annunciatidn 
that founded Greece as made to Leda, remembering that 
they showed in a Spartan temple, strung up to the roof 
as a holy relic, an unhatched egg of hers; and that 
from one of her eggs came Love and from the other War. 
But all things are from antithesis, and when in my 
 
ignorance 1 try to imagine what older civilisation that 
annunciation rejected I can but see bird and woman 
blotting out some corner of the Babylonian mathematical 
jr 
starlight':1 says Yeats in 'A Vision' and we see how 
closely connected the poem is to that work. The 
connectio{ of the poems 'Sailing to Byzantium' and 
'Byzantium' to 'A Vision' is not so direct; but the 
full and specific significance of 'Byzantium' to 
Yeats is again made clear in 'A Vision': "L +ach 
age unwinds the thread another age had wound and it 
amuses one to remember that before Phidias, and his 
westward -moving art, Persia fell, and that when Full 
Moon came round again, amid eastward -moving thought, 
and brought Byzantine glory, Rome fell; and that 
at the outset of our westward- moving Renaissance 
Byzantium fell; all things dying each other's life, 
living each other's death ".2 
It is not far wrong to say that 'Byzantium'' 
and 'Leda' in imaginative intensity rank very high 
in Yeats's output and these as well as 'The ''econd 
Coming' are conceived within the'Wheel'. "Some will 
ask ", he says, ' fliether I believe in the actual existence 
of my circuits of sun amd moon. Those that include, 
now all recorded time in one circuit, now what Blake 
called 'the pulsators of an artery', or plainly 
symbolical, but what of those that fixed like a 
butterfly upon a pin, to our centrallhate, the first 
day of our Era, divide actual history into periods 
1. 'A Vision'P.268. 2. Ibid. P 270 -271 
of equal length? To such a question I can but 
answer that if sometimes, overwhelmed by miracle 
as all men must be when in the midst of it, I have 
taken such periods literally, my reason has soon 
recovered; and now that kkix the system stands 
out clearly in my imagination I regard them as 
styfeistic arrangements of experience comparable 
to the cubes in the drawing of ?r:ryndham Lewis and 
to the ovoids in the sculpture of Brancusi. They 
have helped me to hold in a single thought reality 
and justicer1. 
Outside this, the sphere of Yeats's 
human sympathies does not seem to be very wide. 
When he turned from Pater's aestheticism to 
Politics and contemporary things, we find him 
occasionally impatient, railing at political factions 
and petty contentions: 
They must to keep their certainty accuse 
All that are different of a base intent; 
Pull down established honour; hawk for news 
Whatever their '.loose phantasy invent 
And murmur it with bated breath, as. though 
The abounding gutter had been Helicon 
Of calumny a song. How can they know 
Truth flourishes where the student's lamp 
has shone, 
1. 'A Vision' P.24 -25. 
And there alone, that have no solitude? 
So the crowd come they care not what may come. 
They have loud music,hope every day renewed 
And heartier loves; that lamp is from the tomb.' 
Or again, 
How could you dream they'd listen 
That have an ear alone 
For those new comrades they have found, 
Lord Edward and Wolfe Tone, 
Or meddle with our give and take 
That converse bone to bone ?2 
In other places it is controlled and dignified: 
Violence upon the roads: violence of horses. . 
Perhaps 'Remorse for intemperate Speech' was the 
reason. 
I ranted to the knave and fool, 
But outgrew that school. 
Yeats's profoundest political outburst is in the 
memorable lines of 'The Second Coming' where his 
contemporary awareness becomes the prophetic utterance 
of a man who is no longer concerned with nationalism: 
or patriotism in any narrow sense. 
As the years went by, his bluntness of 
speech began to be more and more noticeable. The 
1.' The Leaders of the Crowd' . 2 '71ixteen Dead Men' 
terrible nakedness of 'The 'itch' is zialadaa.LAIDEs 
seen a ;ain and aaain. It is seen in the Crazy Jane 
poems as well as in the later 'The First, second 
and Third Songs of the Chambermaid' in the 'New 
1oems'. 
'. e also notice the increasing vein of 
pessimism. 'Coole and Ballylee' shows a complete 
disregard for religion. Both 'Vacillation' with 
its terrible challenge to Von Hügel and 'The Tower' 
conceal this pessimism under a cover of arrogance. 
Yeats's work has no unifying moral subject. The 
world of legend he has created, the cycles of thoup;ht 
and human history, his great utterances of noble 
eeoLism have no moral and no religion. Could he 
find no subject of moral significance in they social 
life of his time? Perhaps it was the quest for this 
that turned him to Purohit Swami and the Upanishads, 
Patanjali and Bhagwan `?ri Hamsa. He had explored 
and experimented with a variety of subjects. That 
his insatiable curiosity gave him new interests 
at ;ery stage of his life can be seen by examining 
the titles of his last volume of poems: 'A Bronze 
Head', 'Long- legged fly', 'News for the Delphic Oracle', 
'The Statues', 'Politics', 'The Circus Animals' 
Desertion', 'Wan and -cho', 'A Nativity', 'The 
Apparitions', 'High Talk', 'John. Kinsella's 
Lament for 0,rs. Mary Loore' , 'Hound Voice' . If 
we compare them with th- contents of an earlier 
7J" 
volume like 'The Wind Among the Reeds' , the develop- 
nent of his 'interests' becomes pronounced: 
. stilted boys, that burnished chariot, 
Lion and woman and the Lord knows what. 
And whether the thought is as profound as his curiosity 
and his awareness, we cannot but marvel at his techni- 
cal mastery, his humanity, and his integrity as an 
artist. 
THT T CHNICAL DEVELOPì4t NT. 
In dedicating his 'E'arly Poems and Stories' 
(1925) to Ashe King, Yeats wrote: 
r"A couple of days ago, while correcting 
the proofs of this book, I remembered a lecture you 
delivered in the year 1894 to the Dublin National 
Literary Society; a denunciation of rhetoric, and 
of Irish rhetoric most of all; and that it was a 
most vigorous and merry lecture and roused the anger 
of the newspapers. Thereon I decided to offer 
a book to you -- though I had years ago dedicated 
various sections to friends, some of whom are long 
dead -- for, a distaste for rhetoric was a chief 
characteristic of my generation, and gave the book 
its defects and qualities. The Irish form of 
Victorian rhetoric had declined into a patriotic 
extravagance that offended all educated minds, but 
Victor Hugo and Swinburne had so delighted our 
schooldays that we distrusted our habitual thoughts. 
I tried after the publication of 'The Wanderings of 
Oisin' to write of nothing but emotion, and in the 
simplest language, and now I have had to go through 
it all, cutting out or altering passages that are 
sentimental from lack of thought. Are we not always 
doomed to see our world as the Stoics foretold, 
consumed alternately by fire and water? Upon the 
other hand, I cannot have altogether failed in 
simplicity, for these poems, written before my seven - 
and- twentieth year, are still the most popular that 
I have written. A gir)ímade profound by the first 
pride of beauty, though all but a child still, 
once said to me, 'Innocence is the highest achieve- 
ment of the human intellect' and as we are encouraged 
to believe that our intellects grow with our years 
I may be permitted the conviction that -- grown a 
little nearer innocence -- I have found a more apprá- 
priate simplicity." 
This dedication is a confession of faith 
which provides us with the clue to Yeats's technical 
development as a poet. His hereditary passion for 
refusing to regard any poem of his as quite finishedl 
made him polish and repolish his .early work a great 
deal, even reset them. But there was a plan behind 
these re- writings. It was not merely an attempt to 
give his poems better finish. ' "If I can be sincere 
make my language natural, and without becoming 
discursive like a novelist and so indiscreet and 
prosaic ", I said to myself, "I shall, if good 
luck or bad luck make my life interesting, be a 
great poet. . .1'12 
That was the frame of mind in which he set 
upon a great deal of the work of revision. The first 
l.John B. Yeats, W.B.'s father, was notorious for his 
inability to regard any of his pictures as finished. 
2. 'Autobiographies'. P. 127. 
revised versions of 'The Wanderings of Oisin' (1895,'. 
1899) and The Hose poems bear testimony to that. 
In the earliest version Yeats seems to be striving 
for poetical effects and freedom of expression. 
The use of 'ye', 'thou' for the /second person, 
inversions like 'Taller the trees grew', wrong 
prepositions for the sake of Poetic effect (Chased 
of a phantom hound' for 'Chased a phantom hound') 
are not merely unnatural, but strained. Compare the 
earliest (1889) version of the following song 
from the Second Book of 'The Wanderings of Oisin': 
My brothers and my sisters live and thrive, 
And chase the wild bee homeward to his hive 
Afar in ancient ari, 
By lakes and meadow lands and lawns afar, 
Where goes to gaze the restless- footed star 
Of twilight when he is weary. 
They murmur like young partridge in the morn, 
When they wake upspringing; with loud horn 
They chase at noon the deer. 
When the earliest dew -washed star from eve hath leant, 
Then muse they on the household wool intent, 
Or carve a dreadful spear. 
Oh, sigh, awake and go you forth for me; 
Flutter along the froth -lips of the sea, 
And go you close to them. 
From sleeper unto sleeper murmur you. 
If they still slumber, touch their eyelids blue, 
And shkke their coverlets hem, 
And tell them how I weep, until they weep; 
Then mounted on a heron, o'er the deep 
Return when you are weary, 
And tell me how my kindred's tears are welling, 
And one whom you will go to without telling, 
Say how he weeps in 
with the final version(1933): 
My brothers spring out of their beds at morn,, 
A- murmur like young partridge:with loud horn 
They chase the noontide deer; 
And when the dew - drowned stars hang in the air 
Look to long fishing -lines, or point and pare 
An ashen hunting spear. 
0 sigh, 0 fluttering sigh, be kind to me; 
Flutter along the froth lips of the sea, 
And shores the froth lips wet: 
And stay a little while,and bid them weep: 
Ah, touch thAr blue- veined eyelids if they sleep, 
And shake their coverlet. 
When you have told how I weep endlessly, 
Flutter along the froth lips of the sea 
And home to me again, 
And in the shadow of my hair lie hid, 
And tell me that you found a man unbid, 
The saddest of all men. 
The 1895 version differs very little from the 1933 
version except for the fact that it is divided up 
into three stanzas1 which shows that most of the 
simplification was done in the period 1890 -1900. 
Let us examine now the various stages in 
the process of revision of a much -revised poem, 
'A cradle song'. The earliest version we have eccess 
to . 
The angels are sending 
A smile to your bed. 
They weary of tending 
The souls of the dead. 
Of tending the Seven - 
The planets' old brood: 
And God smiles im heaven 
To see you so good. 
i';iy darling, I kiss you, 
With arms round my own. 
Ah, how shall I miss you 
When heavy and grown. 
is given in a letter to Mrs. Katherina Tynan Hinkson. 
The next revised version (1895) is considerably 
different: 
The angels are bending 
Above your white bed; 
They weary of tending 
1. Appendix 
The souls of the dead. 
God smiles in high heaven 
To see you so good; 
The old planets seven 
Grow gay with his mood. 
I kiss you and kiss you, 
' :'ith arms round my own; 
Ah, how shall I miss you, 
When, dear, ,rou have grown. 
A still later version (1912) is again very 
diffirent : 
The angels are stooping 
Above your bed; 
They weary of trooping 
'ïith the whimpering dead. 
God's laughing in haven 
To see you so good; 
The Shining 6even 
Are gay with his mood. 
I kiss you and kiss you, 
iiy pigeon, my own; 
Ah, how I shall miss you 
When you have grown. 
The very final version (1933) is still. different, 
J° 
though the difference is only very slight from the 
1912 version. 'The Cradle Song' is a very good 
example of a word by word revision in an attempt 
to achieve a precision of style. Most of the poems 
are revised in a similar manner, though some are 
completely rewritten. Íßo much so that it is 
impossible to recognise the connection between the two 
but for the title. Thus the earliest version of 
'The Lamentation of the Old Pensioner'(1892): 
I had a chair atlevery hearth, 
When no one turned to see, 
With "look at that old fellow there, 
And who may he be ?" 
And therefore do I wander on, 
And the fret lies on me. 
The road -side trees keep murmuring, 
Ah, wherefore murmur ye, 
As in the old days long gone by, 
Green oak and poplar tree? 
The well -known faces are all gone 
And the fret lies on me. 
is shorter than the revised version, and is totally 
different:- 
Although I shelter from the rain 
Under a broken tree, 
My chair was nearest to the fire 
In every company, 
. 
That talked of love or politics 
Ere time transfigured me. 
Though lads are making pikes again 
For some conspiracy, 
And crazy rascals rage their fill 
At human tyranny; 
My contemplations are of time 
That has transfigured me. 
There's not a woman turns her face 
Upon a broken tree, 
And yet the beauties that I loved 
Are in my memory; 
I spit into the face of Time 
That has transfigured me. 
Here the difference between the two Arm= is that 
between two entirely different poems, both pleasant 
in their different ways. that is evident in these 
revisions as a whole is a quest for style, for 
precision, for economy. And their real importance 
is the fact that they show us how serious and 
conscious a craftsman Yeats was. 
By 1900, the first period of pre- 
occupations with revisions is over. The Symbolist 
Movement, and Yeats's association with the French 
poéts, Mallarmé in particular, create a middle period. 
In the essay, 'The Symbolism of Poetry'(1900) he 
attempts to clarify his view of symbolic diction: 
'With this return to imagination, this understanding 
that the laws of art, which are the hidden laws of the 
world, can alone bind the imagination, would come a' 
change of style, and we would cast out of serious 
Poetry those energetic rhythms, as of a man running, 
which are the invention of the will with its eyes 
always on something to be done or undone; and we would 
seek out those wavering, meditative, organic rhythms, 
which are the embodiment of the imagination that 
neither desires nor hates, because it has done with 
In 'The 'hind Among the Heeds' Symbolism, 3lagic, 
and Legend are all interwoven in an attempt to create 
a style meant to suggest rather than describe. The 
i 
symbols themselves, therefore, lose power and signi- 
ficance, because they are not sufficiently 
isolated. Look at such an unsatisfactory poem as 
'The Cap and Bells'. 
A change in interests and the nature of 
the themes employed always brings about a change 
in the expression of it. And with the beginning 
of the last phase we notice a corresponding change 
in Yeats's diction. In the later Yeats we never 
find lines like: 
The love -tales wrought with silken thread 
By dreaming ladies upon cloth 
That has made fat the murderous moth; 
The roses that of old time were 
Woven by ladies in their hair, 
The dew -cold lilies ladies love 
Through many a sacred corridor . . . 
because there are no 'dew -cold lilies' and dreamy 
ladies in the his later Poetry. Nearer to 
contemporary life in his th=emes, his diction also 
develops in the same direction. It acquires the run 
of every day speech, and he succeeds in finding an 
idiom close enough to the world he lives in. He 
keeps it free from rhetorical ornament and works 
carefully towards making it less 'poetic'. He 
even uses bad rhyme, quite deliberately, afraid 
that rhyme sounds artificial and hasxlulling 
effect. Look atx the following lines from 'A Dialogue 
of Self and Soul': 
A living man is blind and drinks his drop. 
What matter if the ditches are impure? 
What matter if I leve it all once more? 
Endure that toil of growing up; 
The ignominy of boyhood; the distress 
Of boyhood chanving into man; 
The unfinished man and his pain 
Brought face to face with his own clumsiness. 
Here 'drop' rhymes with'up'; 'impure' with 'more'; 
and 'man' with ' Grain' . The effect of the bad rhyme 
is to create a kind of muted seriousness. Its 
comparative novelty also compels attention. Certain 
bad rhymes , of course, have been permitted by 
convention in Lnglish Poetry like 'love' and 
'prove' or'happily' and'tree'. But in the poem 
of Yeats just quoted it seems to be the rule rather 
than the exception. Yeats also uses internal rhymes', 
which is a modern device, as well as 'pararhymes' 
invented and brought into modern use by Wilfred 
Owen. All these give his lines something of the 
quality of a carefully conceived structure. Witness 
for example: 
No longer in Lethean foliage caught 
Begin the preparation for your death 
And from the fortieth winter by that thought 
Test every work of intellect or faith, 
And everything that your own hands have wrought, 
And call those works extravagance of breath 
That are not suited for such men as come 
Proud, open -eyed and laughing to the tomb. 
Yeats has a private meaning to attach to 
everything. How far he has used the 'strikffing 
metaphors' of the elaborate cycle explained in 'A 
Vision' has been discussed in the last chapter. 
Magical terms, spiritualistic code -words, Irish 
peasant dialect, Hindu philosophical terms(echoes 
of the Bhagavadgita), all come into his diction. The 
difficulty (one might even say u.¡intelligibility) 
would have been greater if it ha t been for his 
logical syntax and a recognisable metric. His 
verse 'sounds' so convincing that we do not bother 
about the exact meaning. The impression of a 
mystical faith, the movement within a Cycle, the 
sincerity, the passion are all conveyed to the 
reader with effect. The tower in 'The Tower' is 
at the same time an ordinary tower in Co.Galway 
as an intellectual symbol. 
The language is always manipulated with 
great skill, and the whole structure is so masterly 
that the mere movement of the verse in a line like 
'An ancient bankrupt master of this house ..' 
smooths away the roughness of its meaning. Take the 
following lines from 'The Tower': 
And certain men- ataarms th -:re were 
'.':hose images,in the Great Memory stored, 
Come with loud cry and panting' 
To break upon a sleeper's rest 
While their great wooden dice beat on the 
board. 
The last line has the intensity and suggestiveness 
conveyed to us by painting, drama, the ballet. If 
it does not express directly a fact of human ex- 
perience, that is because his vision and his 
authority have been acquired through varied and 
sometimes inscrutable channels. 
C( CLUSION. 
In the rreface to 'The King of the ú-re t 
Clock Toz:Ter' (1935) Yeats said: 'A year ago I found. 
that I had written no verse for t,o years ". hnd 
he toes on to wonder Whether it was the closin , 
of Coale nark, the passing of its owner, or his 
own old age (he was o9 then) that wes responsible 
for it. He _ - thered together some of his new poems 
and risked P friend for criticism. It is obvious frm 
the 46014pY, that the friend was Ezra 'round. 
round r- bled at him for reading Shakespeare end 
Chaucer .end pointed out :..a jor Dou ;las's works on 
Social Credit. In characteristic ,Manner he ,_:eve his 
criticism of the poems in the one -.ord, 'putrid'. 
Some of those poems have since then appeared 
in 'New roems' (19< .R) and prove the fallibility of 
many of Mr. round's sayings. They show no fla-i i 
in his powers. The astonishing growth of his 
roetry from strength to strenp'th continues. 
'The Three bushes' is a ballad related with 
simplicity and e directness which cannot be surpassed. 
-end. 'Sweet Dancer' has the ripeness end sureness of 
touch of the master. The uncompromising vray in 
which he expresses himself in The Chamber Maid's 
Sons, Tithholding nothing, has a terrible suggesti e- 
ness and beauty. It is the work of an adult who 
g 
has not forgotten youth. 
'I was K;ood- looking once . . . but my 
unpractised verse was full of infirmity, my Muse 
old as it were", he wrote in 'Bounty of Sweden'; 
' and now I am old and rheumatic and nothing to 
look at, but my Muse is young. I am even persuaded 
that she is like those angels in Swedenborg's vision) 
x and move perpetually "towards the day - spring of 
her youth'`' 
The Poet laureate, ,3ohn Mesefield, 
summed up Yee ts's achievement beautifully when he 
said : 'I have thought of him Fs of a Greek poet 
from Byzantium who, having attained immortality in 
Arabia, came, seeking wisdom to -renaissance Italy, 
and then, having watched from some high tower the 
spectacle of the decline of life i1 -4.1,1e during three 
centuries, descended in the late Victorian times 
to say that Unearthly beauty lives, and that her 
Shadow, cast on the mind of some turbulent wanderer, 
whom the world stays, is lovelier than those great 
possessions which numb the mind, and redden the lend 
with suburbs and blacken the towns with death'1. 
And then went on to say: 'A simpler age would have 
canonised him; of course after first burning him 
at the stake.' 
To the very last his mind remained nuick 
!67 
and alive, and his curiosity, stronger than ever. 
ÚC 
r.ndkis strange, but approuriate that simultaneously 
with his death appeared two poems of his in 'The 
London Mercury' which show that he had prepared for 
his end.1 
Man. 
....All that I have said and done, 
Low that I am old and ill, 
Turns into a question till 
i lie awake night after night 
And never get the ans1er right. 
And all seems evil until I 
Sleepless would lie down pnd. die. 
Leho. 
Lie down and die. 
'The Circus Animal's Desertion'1 is in the nature of 
a last will and testament. 
Vhat can I but enumerate old themes, 
First that sea -rider Usheen led by the nose 
Through three enchanted islands, allegorical dream 
Vain gaiety, vin battle, vain repose, 
Themes of the embittered heart, or so it seems, 
That might adorn old songs or courtly shows; 
But wh,'t cared I that set him on to ride, 
I, starved for the bosom of his fairy bride. 
1. Appendix. 
/de 
And then a counter -truth filled out its ;)lay, 
'The Countess Cathleen' was the name I gave it, 
She, )pity- crazc.d, had given her soul away 
Lut masterful Heaven had intervened to save it. 
I thought my dear must her own soul destroy 
3o did fanaticism and hate enslave it, 
hnd this brought forth a. dream end soon enough 
`this dream had all my thoua,ht and love. 
,.nd hen the Fool and Llind Man stole the breed 
Cuchulla in fought the un overnable sea, 
Heart mysteries there, and yet when all id said 
It wes the dream itself enchanted me: 
Character isolated by a deed 
To engross the present and dominate memory. 
1-layers and painted stage took all my love 
Á,nd not those thi_nr s that tile,/ were emblems of. 
Those masterful images because complete 
are- in pure mind but out of what began? 
mound of refuse or the sweepings of a street, 
Old kettles, old bottles, and a broken can, 
Old iron, old bones, old raes, that raving slut 
.dho keeps the till. thaL my ladder's &one 
I must lie down where all the ladders start 
In the foul rag and bone shop of the heart. 
He took count of his achievement e:s if with a pro - 
phetiu vision of the coming end. 
lbp 
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A P P E N D I X - I 
THE WANDERINGS OF OISIN. 
PARTS I & II. 
(An edition to illustrate the development of the 
diction of 
William Butler Yeats.) 
(With a short introductory note) 
THE WANDERINGS OF OISIN 
The following pages are an attempt to indi- 
cate the nature of Yeats's revisions and how far they 
ara an index to the advance in his diction. I have 
given the earliest version (1889) of 'The Wanderings 
of Oisin' on the left hand side and the final 
version (19.53) on the right hand side with footnotes 
which give the :intermediate versions. I have stopped . 
with the first two parts as they were the ones which 
were entirely rewritten. The third part, which even 
in the earliest version is technically more advanced 
than the preceding- ones has hardly been chan?Ted in 
later editions. The second edition of 'The Wander- 
ings of Oisin' (revise, :3) was published in 1895, the 
third in 1899, the fourth in 1901, the fifth in 1904, 
the sixth in 1908 and the seventh in 1912. I have 
referred to these editions in the footnotes as 2, 3, 
4, 5, ", 7. 
The title in the earliest version runs ---- 
'The Wanderings of Oisin and How a Demon trapped 
him'. The lat/ r part is dropped in the later editions. 
The sub- titles of the three books (I 'The Island of 
the Living, II '''he Island of Victories', III 'The 
Island of Forgetfulness') have also been dropper :: in 
the later editions. The 1889 edition dots not have 
the motto from Tulka --- "Give me the world if thou 
wilt, but grant me an asylum for my affection ". 
The general trend of the revision is 
towards a stricter simplicity and an almost 
fastidious avoid nce of surplusage. I have indicated 
this as well as the main in power in the later 
versions by Yeats's better understanding and 
knowledge of Irish mythology in the chapter on 
'The Wanderings of Oisin'. The sequence of events, 
even of lines and paragraphs is, on the whole, 
retained. 
There is little doubt that Yeats hated 
this work of revision and that he ate- compelled 
to do it by an uncontrollable urge. In the notes 
to the Prefatory Poem to 'Responsibilities' he 
says "Free of the ten and four" (L.3) is an 
error I cannot now correct without more re- writing 
than I half_ a mind for.' Neither was he I. always 
prompted by the desire to be 'accurate'. In the 
notes to the Collected Poems (1933) he says: "In 
this edition of my poems I have adopted Lady 
Gregory's spelling of Gaelic names with, I think, 
two exceptions. The 'd' of ' dain' ran too well 
in my verse for me, to adopt her perhaps more 
correct ' stain' and for some reason unknown to me 
I have always preferred 'Aengus' to her 'Angus'. 
The substantial changes began during 
the period 1890 to 1895. The difference between 
the 1889 version and the 1895 version is far 
greater than that between 1895 and 193. Thus 
most of the work of revision was done in the 
'nineties, a period of intensive search for 




The Isl.nd of the Livinc,. 
Patrick. 
Oisin, tell me the f', ,, 
Thy thou outlivest, blind ,,nd none 
The bad old days. T': ire , 
Tranned of an amorous demon thine. 
Oisin. 
'Tis sad remembering, sick with yen.rs, 
The swift innumerable years 
The long- lived warriors, the mrecd feast; 
And love, in the hours when youth h s ceased: 
Yet will I make all plain for thee. 
`r'e rod_e in sorro- ", with strong, hounds three, 
Bran, S,eolan, and Lomair, 
On a morning, misty and mild pn.d :fair. 
.['he mist -drops hung on the frarrrant trees, 
rind in th,_ blossoms hung, the bees. 
.'e rode in sadness above Lough Laen, 
For our best - ere dead on í:7avra's green. 
y',; ND-= R I1_ß. GS OF O I S I N. 
gook I. 
S. Patrick. You who are bent, and bald, and blind, 
With a heavy heart and a wandering mind, 
Have known three centuries, poets sing, 
Of dalliance with a demon thing. 
Oisin. Sad to remember, sick with years, 
The swift innumerable spears, 
rlhe horsemen with their floating hair, 
And bowls of barley, honey, and wine, 
Those merry couples dancing; in tune, 
And the white body that lay by mine; 
Fait the tale, though words be lighter than air, 
Mist live to be old like the wandering moon. 
lo 
2,7,4,5,6, have a motto:- ?Give me the world if Thou wilt, 
but grant me an asylum for my affections'. 
Spellings. 1895 has St. Patrick. 
1899, 1901 S. Patrick. 
1908 S. Patric. 
1912 S. Patrick. 
1895 has Usheen. 
1899, 1901, 1908 Oisin. 
1912 Usheen. 
2,`,4,5,6, have And feet of maidens dancing in tune" 
The stag we chased -as not more sad, 
And yet, of yore, much peace he had 
In his own leafy forest house, 
Sleek as any Granary mouse 
Among the fields of waving' 
e thought on Oscar's pencilled urn. 
'i'han the hornless deer we chased that morn, 
A swifter creature never was born, 
And Bran, Sgeolan, and Lomair 
Were lolling their tongues, and the silken hair 
Of our strong steeds was dark with sweat, 
':hen ambling-° down the vale we met 
A maiden, on a slender steed, 
hose careful pastern pressed the sod 
As though he held an earthly mead 
Scarce worthy of a hoof gold -shod. 
ror gold his hooves and silk his reign, 
And 'tween his ears, above his mane, 
A golden crescent lit the plain, 
And pearly -white his well - groomed hair. 
His mistress was more mild and fair 
Than doves that moaned ri)und Oman's hall 
Among the leaves of the laurel wall, 
And feared always the bow- string's twanging. 
Caoilte, and Conan, and Finn were there, 
When we followed a deer with our baying hounds, 
hith Bran, Sceolan, and Lomair, 
And passing the Firbolgs' burial- mounds, 
Came to the cairn -heaped grassy hill 
There passionate ivïaeve is stony- still; 
And found on the dove -grey edge of the sea 
A pearl -pale, high -born lady, who rode 




L.1. 1895, 1899, 1901, 1908, 1912 have Caolte. This 
holds true in almost all the places the name occurs. 
L. 15. 1895, 1899, 1901, 1908, 1912 have Sgeolan. This 
too is true of all Maces where the name occurs later. 
L.16. earlier editions - burial mounds, 
L.18. earlier editions have:- ïviaive is stony still; 
L.19. earlier editions have:- dove -Fray 
Her eves were soft as dewdrops hanging 
Upon the grass blades' bending tips, 
And like a sunset were her lips, 
A stormy sunset o'er doomed ships. 
Her hair was of a citron tincture, 
And Fathered in a silver cincture; 
Down to her feet white vesture flowed, 
And with the woven crimson glowed 
Of many a figured creature strange, 
And birds that on the seven seas range. 
For brooch 'twas bound witha bright sea- shell, 
And wavered like a summer rill, 
As her soft bosom rose and fell. 
Patrick. 
Oisin, thou art half heathen stilli 
Oisin. 
"Why, as ye ride, droops low each head? 
Why do ye sound no horn ?" she said. 
"For hunting heroes should be glad. 
The stag ye chase is not more sad, 
And yet, of yore, much peace he had, 
Sleek as any granary mouse, 
In his own leafy forest house, 
Among the waving fields of fern." 
And like a sunset were her lips, 
A stormy sunset on doomed ships; 
A citron colour ploomed in her hair, 
But down to her feet white vesture flowed, 
And with the glimmering crimson glowed 
Of many a figured embroidery; 
And it was bound with a pearl -pale shell 
That wavered like the summer streams, 
As her soft bosom rose and fell. 
S. Patrick. You are still wrecked among heathen dreams. 
Oisin. "Why do you wind no horn ?' she said. 
'And every hero droop his head? 
The hornless deer is not more sad 
Than many a peaceful moment had, 
îiore sleek than any granary mouse, 
In his own leafy forest house 
Among the waving fields of fern: 
The hunting of heroes should be glad.' 
30 
L. 32 -39. The 1895 edition had 
'The hunting heroes should be glad' 
as the first line of the speech. The later editions 
have the same arrangement as the 1933 edition. 
"' e think on Oscar's pencilled urn, 
And those on 'navra lying low, 
Where round and round the ravens Ro. 
Now, ple!.ssnt maiden, tell to me 
Thy name, thy kin, and thy country, " 
Cried Finn; and cried she, "Men of fane, 
Tier house is far from where the tide 
;ashes the shores where ye abide, 
Ye worn deed-doers, and name 
Is çviam, daughter of the King 
Of the Young." 
"Younu maiden, what may bring 
Why wandering, steps across the sea? 
Is thy companion gone from thee ?" 
Cle r fluted !then that _oblin rare 
"Not so, great King; for I have ne'er 
Been spoken of with any man. 
r'or love of Oisin .n7/ feet ran 
Across the _losey sea." 
"Oh, wild 
Youn princess, why ert thou beguiled 
Of Oisin, the young man, my son? 
Of princes there is m° ny e one." 
"good. reason have I for my love," 
She said; "for he is far above 
'0 pleasant woman,' answered rinn, 
'We think on Oscar's pencilled urn, 
And on the heroes lying slain 
On Gabhra's raven- covered plain; 
But where are yournoble kith and kin, 
And from what country do you ride ?' 
'My father and my mother are 
Aengus and Ñ,dain, my own name 
Niamh, and my country far 
Beyond the tumbling of this tide.' 
'What dream came with you that you came 
Through bitter tide on foam -wet feet? 
Did your companion wander away 
From where the birds of Aengus wing ?' 
Thereon did she look haughty and sweet: 
'I have not yet, war- weary king, 
Been spoken of with any man; 
Yet now I choose, for these four feet 
Ran through the foam and ran to this 
That I might have your son to kiss.' 
'Were there no better than my son 





L.43. 2,3 have Gavra 
L.45. 2,3,4,5,6 have 'And into what country 
Ls 46 -49. I am Neave, a child of the mighty Shee, 
And was born where the sun drops down in the tide, 
0 worn deed -doer'. (1895 version). 
My father and my mother are 
Aengus and Adene, and my name 
Is Niam, and my land where tide 
And sleep drown sun and moon and star.( 3,4,5,6.) 
All men, and stronger of his hands, 
And drops of honey are his words, 
And glorious as Asian birds 
At evening in their rainless lands. 
Pull many bowing kings besought me, 
And many princes of high name. 
T never loved any till song brought me 
To peak and pine o'er Oismn's fame." 
There was, Oh Patrick, by thy head, 
No limb of me that was not fallen 
In love. I cried, "Thee will I wed, 
Young Niam, and thou shalt be callen 
Beloved in a thousand songs. 
Before thy feet shall kneel down all 
captives, bound in leathern thongs, 
And praise thee in my western hall." 
"Oisin, thou must away with me 
To my own kingdom in the sea - 
Away, away with me," she cried, 
"To shores by the wash of the tremulous tide, 
Where the voice of change is the voice of a tune, 
In the poppy -hung house of the twilight fluted; 
To shores where dying has never been known, 
'I loved no man, though kings besought, 
Until the Danaan poets brought 
Rhyme that rhymed upon Oisin's name, 
And now I am dizzy with the thought 
Of all that wisdom and the fame 
Of battles broken by his hands, 
Of stories builded by his words 
That are like coloured Asian birds 
At evening in their rainless lands.' 
0 Patrick, by your brazen bell, 
There was no limb of mine but fell 
Into a desperate gulph of love! 
'You only will I wed,' I cried, 
'And I will make a thousand songs, 
And set your name all names above, 
And captives bound with leathern thongs 
Shall kneel and praise you, one by one, 
At evening in my western dun.' 
'0 Oisin, mount by me and ride 
To shores by the wash of the tremulous tide, 
Where men have heaped no burial- mounds, 
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L.62. 2,3,4,5,6 have canns instead of kings. 
Ls 67 -66. The 1895 version is:- 
And many a prince of lofty name, 
Until the Danaan poets came, 
Bringing me honeyed, wandering thought 
Of noble Usheen and his fame, 
3,4,5,6 havethe same version except that 'man' is substituted 
for 'prince' in the first of these lines. 
The 1912 edition has 
Love, t?atill the fanaan poets brought 
Rhyme, that rhymed to Usheen's name 
etc etc. 
L.82. no hyphn.n for'burial- mounds8 in the earlier editions. 
And the flushes of first love never have flown; 
And a hundred steeds, tumultuous- footed, 
There shalt thou have, and a hundred hounds 
That spring five paces in their bounds, 
No mightier creatures bay at the moon; 
And a hundred robes of the softest silk, 
And a hundred calves, and a hundred sheep 
hose long wool whiter than sea -froth flows; 
And a hundred swords and a hundred bows; 
And honey, and oil, and wine, and milk, 
And always never -anxious sleep; 
And a hundred maidens wise and young, 
And sweeter of voice than the pleasant birds, 
And swifter than the salmon herds; 
And a hundred youths, whose limbs are strung 
In a vigour more than mortal measure, 
And floating- haired and proud in strife; 
And thou shalt know the immortals' leisure, 
And. I Le with thee as thy wife." 
- ;e rode beyond the furze and heather, 
And stood beside the sea together; 
Then sighed she softly, "Late: 'tis late: 
Mount my white steed, for the fairy state 
/6 7 
And the days pass by like a wayward tune, 
Where broken fnith has never been known, 
And the blushes of first love never have flown; 
And there I will give you a hundred hounds; 
No mightier creatures bny nt the moon; 
1;.nd a hunderd. robes of murmuring silk, 
And a hunderd calves andahundred sheep 
-Nhose long wool whiter than sea -froth flows, 
And r hundred speprs änd a hunderd bows, 
And oil and wine and honey and milk, 
And always never- anxious sleep; 
dhile a hundred youths, mighty of limb, 
taut knowing nor tumult nor hate nor strife, 
And a hundred ladies merry as birds, 
ho when they dance to a fitful measure 
Have e speed like the speed of the salmon herds, 
Shall follow your horn and_ obey your whim, 
And you shall kno.e the Danaan leisure; 
And Niamh be with you for P wife.' 
Then she sighed gently, 'It grows late. 
Music and love and sleep await, 
vhere I would be when the white moon climbs, 
The red sun falls and the world grows dim.' 
90 
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L R7. lR95 edition has the line in parenthesis. 
L.90. No hyphen in sea -froth in the earlier editions. 
L.96. 2,3,4,5,6,7 have 'maidens' instead of 'ladies' 
L.103. 2 has 'And many a mile is the fiery state' 
L.105. The earlier editions have s comma. after 'falls' 
Lies far ". I mounted, and she bound me 
In triumph with her arms around me, 
And, whispering to herself, enwound me; 
And when the white steed felt my weight, 
He shook himself for travelling, 
And neighed three times. 
tihen, wondering 
Near by, the Fenians saw, and knew 
That I would go with her, they grew 
and gathered on the sands; 
They wept, and raised lamentincr hands. 
Then I had stooped and tenderly 
Had kissed my father, long -armed Fin, 
And the Fenians all had wept with nme, 
+e rode across the oily sea, 
For the sparkling hooves they sank not in; 
And far behind us, slowly round 
The Fenians on the human ground 
Closed in the misty air profound. 
In what far kingdom do ye go, 
A.h, Fenians, with the shield and bow? 
Or are ye phantoms white as snow, 
.those lips had life's most prosperous plow 
And then I mounted and she bound me 
With her triumphing arms around me, 
And whispering to herself enwound me; 
But when the horse had felt my weight, 
He shook himself and neighed three times: 
Caoilte, Conan, and Finn came near, 
And wept, and raised their lamenting hands, 
And bid me stay,with many a tear; 
But we rode out from the human lands. 
In what far kingdom do you go, 
Ah, Fenians, with the shield and bow? 
Or are you phantoms white as snow, 
Whose lips had life's most prosperous glow? 
110 
L 110. , after shook himself in the earlier editions. 
L.111. Spelt 'Caolte' in the earlier editions. 
Oh ye with whom, in sloping valleys 
And down the dewy forest alleys, 
I chased with hounds the flying deer, 
With whom I hurled the hurrying spear, 
And heard the foeman's bucklers rattle, 
And broke the heaving ranks of battle? 
And, Bran, Saeolan, and Lomair, 
Where are ye with your long rough hair? 
Ye go not where the red deer feeds, 
Nor tear the foemen from their steeds. 
Patrick. 
Bard Oisin, boast not of thy deeds 
NoP thy companions. Let them rest, 
The Fenians. Let their deer- hounds sleep. 
Tell on, nor bow thy heathen crest 
In brooding memory, nor weep. 
Oisin. 
On, on, we galloped o'er the sea. 
I knew not if days passed or hours, 
For fairy songs continuously 
Sang Niam, and their dewy showers 
Of pensive laucrhtbr - unhuman sound - 
Lulled weariness; and closely round 
Ly human sadness fay arms wound. 
0 you, with whom in sloping valleys, 
Or down the dewy forest alleys, 
I chased at morn the flying deer, 
With whom I hurled the hurrying spear, 
And heard the foemen's bucklers rattle, 
And broke the heaving ranks of battle! 
And Bran, Sceolan, and Lomair, 
Where are you with your long rough hair? 
You go not where the red deer feeds, 
No tear the foemen from their steeds. 
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S. Patrick. oast not, nor mourn with drooping head 
Companions long accursed and dead, 130 
And hounds for centuries dust and air. 
Oisin. We galloped over the glossy sea: 
I knowe4 not if days passed or hours, 
And Niamh sang continually 
Dana:: -n songs, and their dewy showers 
Of pensive laughter, unhuman sound, 
Lulled weariness, and softly round 
My human sorrow her white arms wound. 
L. 125. Sgeolan is the spelling in the earlier editions. 
L. 129. S. Patrick. See note on spelling before. 
L. 134. Niamh. -do- 
On, on and now a hornless deer 
Passed by us, chased of a phantom hound 
All pearly white, save one red ear; 
And now a maid, on a swift brown steed 
Pdhose hooLzves the tops of the surrTes grazed, 
Hurried away, and over her raised 
An apple of gold in her tossinc" hand; 
And following her at a headlong speed 
Was a beautiful youth from an unknown land. 
" rho are the riding ones ?" I said. 
"Fret not with speech the phantoms dread ", 
Said Niam, as she laid the tip 
Of one long finger on my lip. 
Now in the sea the sun's rim sank, 
The clouds arrayed them rank on rank 
In silence round his crimson ball. 
The floor of man's dancing hall 
Was not more level than the sea, 
As, full of loving phantasy, 
We rode on murmuring. Many a shell 
We galloped; now a hornless deer 
Passed by us, chased by a phantom hound 
All pearly white, save one red ear; 
And now a lady rode like the wind 
With an apple of gold in her tossing hand; 
And a beautiful young man followed behind 
With quenchless gaze and fluttering hair. 
'Were these two born in the Danaan land, 
Or have they breathed the mortal air ?' 
'Vex them no longer,' Niamh said, 
And sighing bowed her gentle head, 
And sighing laid the pearly tip 
Of one long finger on my lip. 
ut now the moon like a white rose shone 
In the pale west, and the sun's rim sank, 
And clouds arrayed their rank on rank 
About his fading crimson ball: 
The floor of Almhuin's hosting hall 
Was not more level than the sea, 
As, full of loving fantasy, 
And with low murmurs we rode on, 
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L. 139. 'On',can! and now a hornless deer' is the reading of 
2, 3,4,5,6, 
L. 143. 2,3,4,5,6 have , instead of ; at the end of the line. 
L.144 -5. And with quenchless eves and fluttering hair 
A beautiful young man followed behind. 
is the reading of 2,3,4,5,6. 
L.156. men's is the spelling of the earlier editions. 
L. 158. There is no , after As in 2,3,4,--306. 
L. 159. -do- murmurs in 2,:,4,5,6. 
And pondered in e soft v -in mo-d 
On their own selves in the waters white, 
And murmured snatches of delight; 
And on the shores were ninny boats 
ith b.nding sterns end bending bows, 
And carven focures on their prows 
Of bitterns and fish- ea.tin. stoats, 
And s1. ans with their exultant throats. 
Among them ' li htinp: from our' steed, 
Meld Ulm from little trump 
Blew one long_ note. From over reed 
And river, fern and flowery clump, 
Ere long en answering whisper flew, 
A whisper of impetuous feet 
Among the woodland grasses sweet, 
And ever nearer, nearer gre; 
Pnd from the woods there rushed a bend 
Of youths and meid.ens hsnd in hand, 
And singing, singins. all together. 
 (1'1 
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And pondered in a soft vain mood 
Upon their shadows in the tide, 
And told the purple deeps their pride, 
And murmured snatches of delight; 
And on the shores were many boats 
Vith bending sterns and bending bows, 
And carven figures on their prows 
Of bitterns, and fish -eating stoats, 
And swans with their exultant throats: 
And where the wood and waters meet 
We tied the horse in a leafy clump, 
And Niamh blew three merry notes 
Out of a little silver trump; 
And then an answering whispering flew 
Over the bare and - oody land, 
A whisper of imretuous feet, 
And ever nearer, nearer grew; 
And from the woods rushed out a band 
Of men and ladies, hand in hand, 
And singing, singing all together; 
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L. 193. 2 and 3 have 'woods' instead of 'wood'. 
L. 195. Niamh. See before about spelling. 
L. 202. The earlier editions had 'maidens' 
instead of 'ladies'. 
1i 8 
Their brows were white as fragrant milk, 
Their robes were all of yellow silk, 
Trimmed round with many a crimson feather; 
And when they saw my earthly dress, 
They fingered it and razed at me, 
And laughed like murmurs of the sea. 
But Niam,with a sad distress, 
Lid them away and hold their peace; 
And when they heard her voice, they ran 
And knelt them, every maid and man, 
And kissed, as they would never cease, 
J-Ier fingers and her garments' hem. 
Now in thw woods away with them, 
'',`ent we to find their prince's hall - 
Their brows were white as fragrant milk, 
Their cloaks made out of yellow silk, 
And trimmed with Tany a crimson feather; 
And when they saw the cloak I wore 
Was dim with mire of a mortal shore, 
They fingered it and gazed on me 
And laughed like murmurs of the sea; 210 
But Uianih with a swift distress 
Bid them away and hold their peace; 
And when they heard her voice they ran 
And knelt there, every girl and man, 
And kissed, as they could never cease, 
Her pearl -pale hand and the hem of her dress. 
She bade them bring us to the hall 
here Aengus dreams, from sun to sun, 
A Druid dream of the end of days 
hhen the stars are to wane and the world be done. 220 
L. 204. as the fragrant milk (1895) . 
L. 205. 1895 had 'brattas' instead of cloaks. 
L. 206. The earlier editions had : at the end of the 
line instead of 1. 
L. 207. iR95 had: ' saw thet the bratta I wore', 
L. 209. 1895 had: ' with the mire etc.' 
L. 214. 2,3,4,5,6,7 had '. knelt them, every maid. . .' 
L. 21R. the spelling in the 1895 edition was Angus. 
L. 220. 2 had i at the end of the line. 
Or in the woods,away with them, 
`J'iere white dewdrops in millions fall; 
Or in the woods, away with them, 
here tanglinfi creepers every hour 
-lossom in some new crimson flower; 
Or in the woods, away with them, 
;here trees made sudden cavern - Blooms 
By roots that joined above our plumes - 
Or in the woods, away with them! 
And once a sudden laughter sprang 
once 
From all their lips,andnthey sang 
Together, while the dark woods rang, 
And rose from all their distant parts, 
From bees among their honeyed marts, 
A rumour of delighted hearts. 
And while they sang, a sinc r laid 
A harp of silver in my hands, 
And bade me sing of earthly lands; 
And when I sang of human joy 
They hushed them, every man and kmaid. 
Oh, Patrick, by thy beard, they wept, 
And one came close, a tearful boy. 
They led us by long and shadowy ways 
Where drops of dew in myriads fall, 
And tangled creepers every hour 
Blossom in some new crimson flower, 
And once a sudden laughter sprang 
rrom all their lips, and once they sang 
Together, while the dark woods rang, 
And made in all their distant parts, 
With boom of bees in honey- marts, 
A rumour of delighted hearts. 
And once a lady by my side 
Gave me a harp, and bade me sing, 
And touch the laughing silver string; 
But when I sang of human joy 
A sorrow wrapped each merry face, 
And, Patrick: by your beard, they wept, 
Until one came, a tearful boy; 
230 
L.224. 2 had a i at the end of the line. 
L.229. honey-marts. There was no hyphen in the earlier edns. 
L.231. The earlier editions had 'maiden' for. ' lady' . 
"A sadder creature never stept 
Than this strange bard," he cried, and caught 
The harp away. A dolorous pool 
Lay 'neath us; of its hollow cool 
No creature had familiar thought 
Save deer towards noon that water sought. 
Therein the silver harp he hurled, 
And each one said, with a long, long sigh, 
"The saddest harp in all the world:" 
And still dad our troop drew nigh 
A firwood house, all covered over 
::pith antlers and the shag y skin 
Of many .a slaughtered forest rover. 
We passed the portals, and within, 
One hand beneath his beardless c} .in, 
wondrous 
There was anyoung man sitting. 
Within his other hand were flitting 
Around a sceptre of all lights, 
flames of red and creamy whites, 
With flames of red and gold and blue; 
And nigh unto him each one drew, 
And kissed the sceptre with hot lips, 
And touched it with his finger -tips. 
'A sadder creature never stept 
Than this strange human bard,' he cried; 
And caught the silver harp away 
And, weeping over the white strings, hurled 
It down in a leaf -hid, hollow place 
That kept dim waters from the sky; 
And each one said, with a long, long sigh, 
'0 saddest harp in all the world, 
Sleep there dill the moon and the stars die:' 
And now, still sad, we came to where 
A beautiful young man dreamed within 
A house of wattles, clay, and skin; 
One hand upheld his beardless chin, 
And one a sceptre flashing out 
Wild flames of red and gold and blue, 
Like to a merry wandering rout 
Of dancers leaping in the air; 
And men and ladies knelt them there 
And showed their eves with teardrops dim, 
And with low murmurs prayed to him, 
And kissed the sceptre with red lips, 
And touched it with their finger -tips. 
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L.244. There was no , after said in the earlier editions. 
114/ 
L.24N7. There were no comas in the e &ylier editions. 
L.255. The earlier editions had 'maidens' in.stea of 'ladies' 
With a clear voice the young man cried, 
" 'Tis joy makes swim the sappy tide, 
And 'waken, courtiers of the morn:' 
Cries to the sluggard seeds of corn, 
And stirs the young kid's budding horn, 
And makes the infant ferns unwrap, 
And for the peewit paints his cap. 
ror joy the little planets run 
üound us, and rolls the unwieldy sun. 
If joy were nowhere on the earth 
There were an end of change and birth; 
The universe herself wood die, 
And in some urn funereal lie 
Folded like a frozen fly. 
'The soul is a drop of joy afar. 
In othjr$ years from some old star 
It fell, or when from the twisted moon 
Dripped on the earth; but soon, ah: soon, 
To all things cried, 'I am a slave: 
Trickling along the earth, I rave; 
In pinching ways I toil and turn'. 
_ut, warrior, here there is no flaw; 
He held that flashing sceptre up, 
'Joy drowns the twilight in the dew, 
And fills with stars night's purple cup, 
And wakes the sluggard seeds of corn, 
And stirs the young kid's budding horn, 
And makes the infant ferns unwrap, 
And for the peewit paints his cap, 
And rolls along the unwieldy sun, 
And makes the little planets run: 
And if joy were not on the earth, 
There were an end of change and birth, 
And Earth and Heaven and Hell would die, 
And in some gloomy barrow lie 
Folded like a frozen fly; 
Then mock at Death and Time with glances 
And wavering- arms and wandering dances. 
'Men's hearts of old were drops of flame 
That from the saffron morning came, 
Or drops of silver joy that fell 
Out of the moon's pale twisted shell; 
But now hearts cry that hearts are slaves, 
And toss and turn in narrow caves; 




L.270. earth and heaven spelt without capitals in the earlier 
editions. 
L.275. 2 &3 had 'waving' instead of 'wavering'. 
'the soul is free, and finds no flaw, 
sorrow with her osprey claw. 
Then, warrior, why so sad and stern, 
i.or joy is G d and God is joy? 
Among' the ringiin halls s shout 
Arose from every maid and boy, 
And throl)gh the doors, a rustlin7 rout, 
Sweot on the dance's linked flow, 
In every brain a wizard slow. 
The murmuring birds in solemn Doi-Jo 
rassed a-tio-toe UD and down 
In a long and shadowy row, 
e hushed the sin7ing and the romo, 
And, Tethering on our brows a frown, 
,hiscer d to the sea whose flow 
a sway the sloPilig sod, 
sod is joy and joy is God. 
verybhing that's sad is wicked - 
verythino' that f-ars to, orrow 
Or the wild grey osrrey sorrow". 
Then onward in th- Jindin,7 thicket 
e danced to where within the oloom 
Hura, like meteors of red 
Damask roses in the nioht, 
And sang We 11'711t17 to each bloat 
As we kissed each rose's in-ad; 
th.1 iuoTqTp' a;.,TTaa- OI -auTT eIlq Jo pu.s. Gqq. qe '6U100 6 :Arai.' uOTp egi 
'LWOW GL q Jo quoao uTuL4 puy, seq 
pTam uo @oUì[ sc JcluoT EUO L1 GA,:q 
'pTas iqq_Jos uetia J. AO ouTpusq puy 
'wooTzLI Gqq. uT uosuf.Tao FVI 
uo mooTg Si30J Nsewep etu 
q.G4oT-L19, *-iuTpuTE o4 puep 
UT 
'11A0Jj0 .ieadso :6uTaapuem zIGa2 0114 ao 
N,OJJOW Jo umep JOGJ 41eq4 sJJuTqq. puy 
pBG IWI0J.cs GA0q 3L s.ouvq4 puy 
sT riot pua sT pof)1 'Oues 
pos ueeuerT orî aUT OIS qaqT, 
ITEiJ 
1.ct qaLI q SGA'aLL oqq. O puy 
seTpog =,-311Tes ano TT-0 
e i;lAoaq J110 U0 -:cfuTaellore_, 'pixy 
!ILITAGJ aaaq4 puy 
,9110, Jo sdoapuleoJ 
saodp-lAp D1,14 o erso puV 
Iraq PGI44-8 eq4 Jo quo 4dGms puy 
GOU-ap pua eqa pue qe pc}loow o 
Oe2 eouep txpplis pu-e piTm a UT puy 
cu 001a 
11°0/S pi:nag: 1 OUT ITGJ GT71 
Gq4 jo IL10.0Tcl 0T-ed 04.4 Puy 
iocL p-6 TaT, JOJ O-Creq.6 OUOT ;_,U0 
sT pofj pua po.1 sT íoÇ JOT 
pu-a puT,:q Zruo 1-12 
JOLI ,-ArlaT.:{0 Ott sT Gaqq. aaGq puy 
!Too4 e piGq SpuSiI ollaq JOT 
3an7 -re softly in the' dnce, 
'.ith a soft and friendly elance - 
'Pan5, we softly, On the (1a{l, 
the leaves of oth'r ros"s, 
Or the dead the :srth -nclos-s. 
nev-r on our or,?.ves 
IHsv'd 'e:esid., the ,r,lim5Ti r1r7 wayss, 
fall the leaves of damask roses; 
For ch..-:!n:Jre and d'ebh ;hey co_e' not near us, 
11.nJ we never fear the rorror 
Or the wild Frey osrey sorrow'r. 
Then on amonc, the vinJlsss woods, 
The ever slu:o2merd solitudes, 
The many-coloured dancers rushed, 
Till on the central hill '7' hushed 
Orce more, the dance's linAd flow, 
And, crathered In a -oantin bend, 
F1un on hiob each wavin7 hand, 
1-1d sans -unto the starry broods. 
in our raised eyes there flashed e 7Tow 
Of milky bripiltness to and fro, 
." 
-ending ov-r their; in the dance, 
ith a swift a d fri nd17- ulagce 
Erow d w7 us: on ,,he dead 
tb lav-s otl; r s, 
On the dad -arhh ncloses: 
Fit n-ver, never on our craves, 
Heaped besid th- FlimmerinF. vfaves, 
_Alan tell he leaves of damask roses. 
.or o ither Leath nor ChsnTe con-as near us, 
And all listless hours fear us, 
4nd we fear no dswning morrow, 
flor the trey wand-ring osor-y sorrow'. 
The dance wound through th- windless woods; 
The Hver-:eurad solitudes; 
Until the tossing arms grew still 
Upon th woody central hill; 
And, ,rYather d in a panting, band, 
a flun7 on high .a.ch waving hand, 
And sang unto the starry broods. 
In our raised eyes there flashed a glow 
Of milky brightness to and fro 
."10 
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L.312, Th re is a corms after 'dad' in 2 rz 3. 
L.319. arli-r ditions b-17-*7raY'. 
1,.321. 2 has The line in aarnThTsis 
L.326. ar1L-r ditions have 1:1st the nd of the line. 
111 
. As thus our son,7 arose . stars, 
Across your anderinP.: ruby cars 
Shake the loose reins! 7? slaves of 
He rules 'Jith an iron rod, 
He holds you with en iron boild, 
ach one woven to th- other, 
:7.a_ch one woven to his brother, 
Like bubbles in a frozen -Qond. 
Flit we, oh rolling stars, are free. 
.e/ 
The e)-winding wakeful 
That hides us from all human s-Dvino., 
Is not so free, so fr--, so fr'e. 
Our hands have known no wring tool, 
Our lives have known no law nor rule; 
Afar from where the v-ars are flyin7 
Oler men who sleep, and wake and die, 
And peak and pin- we do not know why, 
e only know that we are r)lad 
Aforetime,and shall not .row sad 
Or tired on any dawnincr morrow, 
or ever chano-e or feel the clutches 
Of rPrlevous lime on his old crutch -s, 
Or fear the wild grey osprey sorrow. 
As thus our song' arose: 'You stars, 
Across your wanderinU ruby cars 
`hake the loose reins: you slaves of God, 
He rules you with an Iron rod, 
t e holds you with an iron bond, 
each one woven to the other, 
ach one -rov¡,n to his brother 
:Like bubbles in a frozen pond; 
But we in a lonely land a-: ide 
Unchainable as the dim tide, 
ith h :arts that know nor lair! nor rule, 
And hands that hold no wearisome tool, 
l old=-.d in love that fears no morrow, 
Nor the grey wandering osprey Sorrow'. 
'_ ,- . »arlir citions hqve mrav 
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Oh, patrick, on that -ond17 shor 
A -tundreJ Years I cl-,e.sd boar, 
And SI-T the bad:Fr and the (1--r, 
And flung ha lovous 11)(1t,tn-sn 
Ob, -atrtc'fr, there a hundred s asons 
1 loved Dnd sanr, and in long,' wassails 
f 1211-h'd at times u inum ered treasons, 
twice a hu dred w-re the vassa's 
Ihat followed mv keen h=tin-call - 
por love they followed one and all! 
Oh, pabrick, there a handfed years, 
At evening, on -rinu sands, 
ihese now oterworn and withered hands, 
_:eside the piled-up hunting-soears, 
restld airion7 the island bands! 
Oh, Patrick, for a hundred 7-ars 
e went a-fi.9hinu in long boats 
with bending, sterns and bending bows, 
And carven flqures on their ,rows 
Of bitterns and fish-eatinc stoats! 
Oh, ±atrick, for a hundred years 
rIhe --ntle Liam was _(177- wife: 
And now have fallen on my lif 
'iwo things that 'fore all eis' I hate, 
Fasting and prayers. 
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For these w-re anci:nt fate, 
Loosed long ago frotri haven's -ate, 
for his last days to lie in wait. 
hen once beside the shore I stood, 
sea--orm waif came floatinr- bye. 
I drsw it forth; the staff of -rooa, 
It was of 'so/no d,2d -rarrior's lance. 
I turned it in my hands; the stains 
Of war were on it, and i wept, 
Remembering how along the plains, 
qual to good or evil chance 
In war, the noble lenians stept. 
Then softly to me Liam came, 
And caurdic, my hands ,,nd spoke no ;lord, 
Save only many times my name, 
In murmurs lik a frigbted bird. 
e passed in silence o'er the mead, 
,y woods of moss, by lawns of clovsr, 
And once more saddled the -Thite ste9d, 
or well we knew the old was over, 
And rod and stood beside the shore. 
S. fatrick. T'ell on. 
Oisin. Yes, yes, 360 
For those rr ancient Oisin'r, fa 
Loosed lonfT, aqo from iiaven's 7ate, 
Fbr his last days to lie in wait. 
When one day by the tide I stood, 
I found in that for7tfulnss 
Of dreamy foam a staff of wood 
From some dead warrior's broken lance: 
I turned it in my hands; the stains 
Of war were on it, and I wept, 
RemernL :rinq" how the Fenians stept 
Alone; the blood-bedabbled plains, 
clual to rood or qrievous chance: 
Thereon your Liamh softly came 
And caurdit my hands, but snake no word 
Save only many times my name, 
In murmurs, like a frihted bird. 
e passed by woods, and lawns of clover, 
And found the horse and bridled him, 
For we knew eli that the old was over. 
370 
L.360. 2 has' -1: :atrick' ; 3,4,5,6 atrick. 
L.360 (I:, 361. 2 has TITsheen'; 7,4,5,6 have 'Oisin' 
odi-,Ion has 'Usheenl. 
L.362. arli,r ditions 11d no capital letters for 'heaven' 
L.F64. have 'shore' for 
L.363-36,3. 2,-,4,5,3 have: I drew out of The numberless 
bite flowers of' the foam a 
staff of wood. 
L.373. arlier editions have for ' 'iamb' 
I heard one sa7, Hj!.1-n hi 
Je h-clan sadness orc,e 
saw not who; '',/leath 
drea.ws qere ow the hoof 
nn. :*-- :ver-tnlin.;L, roof 
Of murpnring ()op...an, and telsip 
The isle loomed larely in the 
Of 1anTUíd evenin that ntined us. 
The fairies movsd Inuntairs, 
The r.Tcrs, snO. tb ood's n1.6 nl(Tht. 
one danced like shadows on the mountains, 
And others sat then by th..3 sea, 
forehaad,lik an obscure star, 
L:ent 1C1 above acls booed. kne-, 
And sanT, '::id with . a drearcv r,,aze 
etched the old sun that in s,a-wa-s 
Falf slunbered with his saffron blaze; 
And as they senc, the painteJ birds 
teat tine with their bri7ht wins and feet. 
Like drops of honey cane their words 
Thus on the waters, far and sweet, 
And fainter than a 7oun7 lamb' s bleat. 
I heard one say, 'His eyes 7-row dim 
ith all the ancient sorrow of men'; 
And wrapped in Jr ean)s rode out anain 
hoofs of the pale findrinny 
Over the n1ireriric purple sea. 
T7-1.17 -olden cvenin(-7 
The iortals rnovd amon the fountains 
rivers and the woods' old ni7ht; 
Some danced like shadows on the mountains, 
dome wandered ever hand in hand; 
Or sat in drams on the pale strand, 
Iach forehead like an obscure star 
lent down above each hooked knee, 
And sang:, end with a drearly 
where the sun in a saffron. blaze 
Vas slumberAno' half in the sea-ways; 
And, as they san-, the neinted birds 
tept time with their bric'ht wines and feet; 
Inc dro)s of honPy cme th-ir words, 
580 
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And fainter than a Youn- bleat. 
L. 281. 2 had P full stoID at h- end of the line. 
L.'84. Jarli-r editions had a colon et the end of the line. 
L. '85' 2 had no COT"-1 at the end of the line 
L. 36. . arli'r oditloris had no capitals for linmo bals 
L. 389. _Lerner editions had comma ,t bh- end of the line. 
L. 390 -do- -do- semi-colon -do- 
L. 392. -do- -do- colon -do- 
L. PO hyohen in Tsr:a-w.,?1,s ill eerii r ,edi;Ions. 
"3wift are the years of a warrior's pride; 
It rasseth away, and is heard of no lon-er. 
In honour soon by his alaster's side 
S.its a younger and P stronger. 
toothless hound at his nrerveless feat, 
The warrior drearis in an a7ed 
Of the things that his heart still knows were sweet - 
Of war, and the chase, and huptin7, and pleasure; 
And blows on his hands in the fire's warn blaze; 
In the house of his friend, of his kin, of histrrof 
He bath over linc:wred his welcome; the days 
_3--rown desolate, whisper and si7h to each other. 
never with n.e wher the wild fowl chases 
in 
His shadow along the fire's warm blaze, 
Will the softness of youth be cone frorl our faces, 
Or love's first tenderness die in our gaze. 
"A storm of birds in the Asian trees 
Like tulips in the air a-winginc, 
And the -entle irav s of the surwer seas 
That raise their heads and wander singing, 
T age's weariness are slain, 
And the long grey grasses, whose tenderest touches 
Strokd the younp: Winds as thew rollEd on the pla.in, 
The osprey of sorrow goes after and clutches, 
And they cease with a sigh of 'Unjust: unjust!' 
And 'A weariness soon is my speed', says then0081 
'An old man stirs the fire to a Lleze, 400 
In the house of child, of o friend, of e brother. 
Re has over-lin-rcd his -elcore; the days, 
Jr= de-olate, whic-o-r and sigh to each other; 
he hears the storm in the chimney above, 
And bends to th- fire and shakes with the cold, 
,hile his heart still dreams of cattle and love, 
And the cry of the hounds on the hills of old. 
vi.c are apart in the grassy places, 
ihere care cannot trouble the least of our days, 
Or the softness oí 7-outh be one from our faces, 410 
Or love's first tenderness die in our gaze. 
The hare grows old as she plays in the sun 
And gazes around her with -yes of -crightness; 
-3efore the swift things that she dreamed of were done 
311e limps along in on Pged whiteness; 
A storm of birds in the Asian. trees 
Like tulips in the air a-winging, 
And the gentle waves of the summer seas, 
That raise their heads and wander singing, . 
k;iust murmur at last, 'Unjust, unjust"; 
And "LIT speed is a weariness," falters the mouse, 
420 
401. arlier .ditions had a semi-colon at th,-; end. of the 
line. 
. 414. 2 3 had a comma at the end of the line. 
L. 2,3,4,5,0. 'Unjust' spelt with small leters. 
L. z-A_. :;Tv.e a semi-colon at the nd of the line. 
And the kinc.fisher turns to a ball of dust, 
And the roof falls in of his tunnelled. house. 
'Hut never the years in the isle's soft places 
iii scatter in ruin the least of our dq.ys, 
Cr the softness of youth be cone from our faces, 
Or love's first tenderness die in our paze. 
"Od »rows ;he bars as she plays in the sun, 
And gazes around hr -ith eves of briohtness: 
re half the swift thincs that she dral-t on were 
The limos along in en aced vrhiteness. 
_no v'n th sun, 611- day c-stle's warder, 
scares with his bustle the delic,te 
And shakes o'er the -idth of r,be s,a-world bord.r 
The odorous -reicht of his curls of licht, 
Like a brid- bendirc over her mirror adorning, 
,_ay sleep in the end with th- whole of his fate 
And the stars shall arise end say in the mornirio, 
As ',,heir -az- et a.ch other, lOh, where is that 
rut never the years in our isle's soft places 
Shall blow into ruin our musical days, 
Or the softness of youth. be on from our faces, 
Or love's first tnnderness die in our 
The sing-ing melted in the night; 
he isle was over now and cone; 
The mist closed round us: Dearly light 
On horse and sa and saddle shone. 
And the kinnfl-her turns to a tall of dust, 
And the roof fall- in o] his tunnelled housle. 
but the love-d w dims our aves till the day 
.hen od shell come from the sea with a sigh 
And bid the stars drop down from the sky, 
And the moon like a pale rose with r swayt 
2 has the last four lines of the 1889 edition. 
All the later editions omit them. 
-i-Ai T II 
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i,ow, Iran of crolers, phanoms drew around 
Once more - the youth and lady, deer and hound; 
i7alf lost in vapour, shadows enlleC our names, 
And then away, away like spiral flames. 
"These forms ?r rl'ex not -iith speech the phantoms dre0 
And now sana sraYin- her briPht head 
And her bright body - now of fay and man; 
hin-,s don, re God first was or mv old line berran; 
tars shadowy, v-st, exultant; fairy kinqs 
eddinq the nueens of -arthlv lends -ith rinrEs 
Of see-sPruno pearl, and nueens of fairy lnndr, 
TakinA the mortal iiarriors by the hands; 
Bow such a warrior never turnad his Paz& 
On the old sorrows of his hunan days. 
They love and kiss in islands far away, 
polled round rrith music of the sirThincr sr)ra , 
_hose warriors of s lonq-forrrotten day, 
Happy PS children wch un Itherin'a. lirs, 
Unlan'ruid as the birds, in proud con, anionqhins; 
her walk on shores unseen of oarinc,' -alleys, 
Or wrestle with th-ir neers in dewy valleys. 
sane' young Niam, swayincr her briht head, 
No lonrrer clad as on that norntn, sned 
rio îoin his brothers in the home of years 




Now, marl of croziers, shadows called our names 
And then away, away, like whirling flames; 
And no'nr fled by, mist- covered, without sound, 
!he youth and lady and the deer and hound; 
'Gaze no more on the phantoms,' Niamh said, 
And kissed my eyes, and, swaying her bright head 
And her bricht body, san r of faery end man 
Before God was or my old line _;eaan; 
gars shadowy, vast, exultant; fairies of old 
Who wedded men with rin.as of Druid rrold; 
And how those lovers nevr turn their ernes 
Upon the life that fades and flickers and dies, 
Yet love and kiss on di r shores far away 
Rolled round with music of the sighing spray; 
Yet sang no more as when, like a brown bee 
That has drunk full, she crossed the misty sea 
ith me in her white arms a hundred years 
efore this day; for now the fall of tears 
10 
L. 5. The earlier edns had 'Neave' instead of Niamh. 
L. 10. c) ha.s' druid' . 
13 . arli er edns have ' But' instead of 'Yet' 
L. 15. - do - 
arlier :dns . have a comma after 'morel. 
;..14, 
floated in all her sinoinr . tialf entranced 
I lay, as over the sea the licht hooves 'lanced 
Mashing - I know not were it hours or days, 
Yet dimly deem I that the morning rays 
shone many times among the lilt Bring flowers 
In Niam' s /hair - when rose a world of towers 
And blackness in the dark. The sea rolled round. 
Crazed with its own interminable sound, 
And :h- n the white steed saw what blackness 'lead 
He shivering paused, and raised his head and screaiii d, 
Eut 1iiamh with her hands caressed his ears, 
And called him sweetest names and soothed his fears 
i'earer the castle can- rie. A vast tide, 
hit ening the sur Ue afar, fan-formed and wide, 
Sprang from a uateway walled around :°ith bla.cL 
Basaltic pillars marred :iith hew and hack 
By mace and spear and sword of s a -gods, nails 
Of some foreotten fiend. low none assails 
That old, sea -weedy, snuared, three hundred feet 
Uplifted gateway. .ith the flashing beat 
Of Dana.an hooves we urged our way between 
Iwo walls, a roof, a flood: there treruiblin green 
Of surging phosphorous alone gave light. 
At last the moon and stars shone, and a fli -ht 
Of many thousand$ steps. :Sat eith .r side, 
tog- dripoing, ìáedestalled ar;ove the tide, 
Huge forms of stone; between the lids of one 
Troubled h-r song. 
Or hours passed by 
I do not know if days 
yet hold the morning rags 
.hone many times among th glimr_iering flowers 
;oven into h =r hair, before dark towers 
Rose in the darkness, snd the white surf gleamed 
About them; n_, d the horse of Paery screamed 
And shivered., knowing the Isle of :b any Fears, 
.or ceased until white Niarnh stroked his ears 
And named him by sweet names. 
A foaming tide 
,,hit -n d afar with surge, fan- formed and trride, 
Furst from e ,dr=at door marred by many a blow 
iron_ mace and sword and pole -axe, long ago 
hen gods and riiants warred. : e rode between 
The seaweed- covered pillars; and the Green 
And suring phosphorus alone gave light 
On our dark pathway, till a countless flight 
Of moonlit steps glim ered; and left a d. right 
Dark statues glimmered over the pale tide 
Upon dark thrones. 'Between the lids of one 
20 
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L. 22. 2,3,4 have 'Wovey1 in her flower -like hair etc.' 
L. 24. arli -:r :dns . have ' faery' 
L. 25 -do- 'many' 
L.26. -do- Neave 
he imaeed meteors had shone and run, 
And had disported in th eyes till jet 
or centuries, and stars had dawned end set. 
Tre see,1 , the watch-r for a ien. other_ 
-tretchd his lon-, arm to 1Th-re, e misty smother, 
he streamed churned, churn d and churned. His lips 
rolled apart, 
s though unto his never slamLerin7 heart 
He tcbld of every froth-drop hissing, flyin7. 
e mounted on the stair, the -Thite steed urine , 
`eo one vast foot, froth-slashed, -rith curved toes lyi 
calf in the urvessell-d sea. 
etcl mounted far; 
,0 much remained that on the --v...nin7 star 
I thought the end had rested, when these words 
lerom hicrh above, like feathers of Younce birds 
ehat fan the pulses of d-li hted air, 
Came swil.lidno sadly down the miohty stair. 
'ley brothers and my sisters live and thrive, 
And chase the wild bee homeward to his hive 
Afar in ancient 
Iv lakes and meadow lands and lawns afar, 
here noes to gaze the restless-footed star 
Of twilight when he' weary. 
They murmur like young dartridge in the morn, 
'hen they awake ups-oringin7; with loud horn 
1hey chase at noon the deer. 
ehen the earliest dew-washed star from eve bath lent) 
rinnl intent, 
h- ira--d tears had flashed and run 
And had disported in the stilly jet, 
And the fixed stars had da.wned and shone and set, 40 
since ic).cl made line and heath and leep: the other 
:,tretched his lonc- arm to There, e fristy smother, 
The stream churned, churned, end churned - his lips apart, 
AS Lhoua-h he told never-slumoering heart 
Of Pv ry foamdroo on its misty way. 
171fl r. the horse GO his vast foot that lay 
Half in the urivesselled see, rre clinb-d the stair 
And climbed so ion, I thour'rt the last stepd f-ra- 
Ern-10- frot) the Tord-, 
.-nned the del .te(i air lie birds -', 5P 
'rnotlirra --P]r- out of J1-11-- beds at , 
1,c 11 :on: mcor 
nr.o- --; 
An: t)Pn the de'r-drornod stars haq- in i;he air 
Look to lorl: fishily lines, or point and are 
An ashen huotinc spear. 
L.44 -arlier eftns. had no hi Dh,,n in In-var-slumberingl. 
-do- a colon et the enc of tbe line. 
L. 50. 2,3,4,5,6 had TA larch-wood huntin7 spear' 
Yhe 1012 edr. had 'An ash-wood huntinqtetc. 
had a separate nara7raph after 1.56. 
"Oh, sigh., awake end 70 you forth for me; 
flutter along the froth-lips of the sea, 
And go you close to therï . 
from sleeper unto sleeber rurmur you. 
If they still slurber, touch their eyelids 
And shak their cov-r1,-.ts' 
"And tell them how I wee-c), unti_L 
Then, mounted on a heron, o'er the Jee 
Return uh n. '.1-7-011 3re -weary. 
And tell me bow my kindredls tears are wellin. 
And one whom you will go to without telling, 
lay how he weeps in 
Crashed on the stones, upon the n'llnmcrin, stoneq, 
Cur tread, as rose and 'ell the liquid tones 
Cf knitted rflusic. Oft the Lon] reoining 
flowed on anew, and oft, ane- declining, 
lobbed into silence. e had Mounted f,-et 
full many more, cvhen 'Jeered a maid-n sweet 
Down on us with her eves like funeral tebers. 
her face s-eed fashioned all of moonlit vaoours, 
to pale! And sounds of wonder leer lips uttered, 
As like aruddy moth they waved nd fluttered. 
lo esgies twain that, full of ancient pride, 
'tood lon,lv, with dim ;vel ells on each side, 
,ith chain sea-rott-d, round her middle tied, 
Chained was she, On their winr''s the hundreth year 
carce left a whitening feather, grey and sere: 
And through 01 '1r eves no lieht of moon or day 
Smote on their brains that dwelt remombrin7 aye' 
 irh, 0 fluttering sloh, b kind to me; 
lutter elonr- the froth lios of the sea, 
nd shores the froth lips ,ret: 
And stay a littlD w1ìi1, and bid then wee: 
Ah, touch their blue-veined eyelids if they sleep, 
And shake their coverlet. 
hen 7011 have told how I weep endlessly, 
Mutter along Lilo frohh lios of the s--a. 
And home to me arrain, 
And in the shadow of my hair lie hid, 
And tell me that vou found e man unbid, 
'die saddest of all men.' 
60 
A lady with soft '..yes like funeral tapers, 
And face that seemed wroutht out of moonlit vapours, 70 
And a sad mouth, that fear made tremulous 
As any ruddy moth, looked down on us; 
And she with a waver-rusted chain was tied 
old 
io two eapies, full of ancient pride 
i'hat with dim eyeballs stood on either gide. 
.1,ew feathers were on their dish,velled winrrs, 
For their dim minds were with the anci-nt thin7s. 
L. 59. arlier 'dns. had a comma after 'shores'. 
L.61. Tarlier clitions had no hyphen in 'blue-veined'. 
L.69. -do- 'maiden' instead od 'lady' 
And thus, my late -lost Kiam, didst thou say: 
-ring thee deliver. è'r ` fr - ï r a_;, a7, 
Oh maiden". 
Art; zT..? suints of the 
Or of the flaked clouds ?" 
t so, for 
Come from. the Isle of the Livin,T" . 
When get ye 
Once more u ~to your flowers, for none may fisht, 
iith hope, mine enemy. As be by night 
Goes d_roppino from his eyes a lannuid li.sht, 
The demons of the wilds and winds for fri ht 
Jabber and scream. Yet he, for all his bold 
And florinrr strength, wi xh age is :subtle- souled. 
None may beguile him, and his passions cold 
Lonc while, are xhips of steel". 
"Ts he so dread ?' 
Said Niam. 
"Ay, and hu? e. When ye have l e: 
A jubilant life amont the leaves, return, 
Young warrior". 
"i\iay T a swered; hands burn 
For battle ". 
"1.1y ye from a thing so dread. 
It brings no shame upon a human dead 
To fly a spirit ", Nam weeping said. 
hou>'.h from beseeching they desisted not, 
They stirred my spacious soul in me no jot - 
'qq 
Y^`F 
'I bring deliverance, ' pearl -pale Wiamh said. 
'Neither the living, nor thc unl abouring dead, 
th' - hi -_h :_od.- 1-ho never lived, ma- firht 
and h.ooe; demons f,r fri`ht 
J:bbe-r nc? rcr, _r.1 bout hirn the n; ' : 
roo he is stron,, and crafty a- the seas 
1:'h,t s,rL:n._. under the Seven Hazel Lrees, 
And T list needs endure and hate and .^teen, 
Until the gods and demons dro_o asleëzt, 
iearinr hed touch the mournful strinms of pold..' 
' Is he so dreaful?' 
'Be not over -bold, 
Jut fly while you still may.' 
And thereon I' 
'This demon shall be battered till he die, 
And his loose bulk be thrown in the loud tide.' 
'Flee from him,' pearl-pale Piamh weeping cried, 
'For all men flee the demons;' but moved not 
My angry kin- remembering soul one jot. 
gn 
90 
L. 79. Earlier editions had 'Heave' for 'Niamh' . 
L. 3l. 2 and 3 hsd e colon after 'bone'. 
L. SP. Earlier e.dns. had no hyphen in 'over -bold'. 
L. 99. 2 had 'Hut flee while you still may.' 
then I 
3;4,5 had 'Put flee while you may flee from him' 
Then I 
1912 edn. same ss '33, but has 'then' for 'there 
L. $0. Earlier edns. had 'This demon shall be pierced 
and drop end die'. 
L. 93. Earlier edns. had a commn rt the end of the line 
L. 94. Earlier edns. had 'Nor shook my firm and . 
spacious soul one jot'. 
a r 
Tr soul, once dory of its ancient line, 
Plow old and moos like . r'or an answering si n 
1 burst the chains. Still earless, nerveless, b1-7 
Rolled in the things of the unhuman mind, 
':ürapt rotund in some dim memory, it s :m e -: 
Still earless, nery =less, blind, the eagles dreamed, 
And up the stair we toiled to a hich door, 
'.herethrouah a hundre horsemen on the floor 
Basaltic, might have paced. "e held our ?gray 
And stood within the hall. A misty ray 
Clothing him round, save a_ seagull float 
Drifting on hi-h, and with a straining throat 
Shouted and hailed 'rim. ti 11 he hung content, 
±'or never mortal sye hath- so far sent. 
Pot e'en thy Z od could have 'thrown dorm a _ L 
Stabling His unloosed lightnings in their stall, 
He had gone whispering forth with cumbered heart; 
As though His hour were on Lim. To the part 
.:ost distant strode we. On the floor lay slime, 
Greenish and slippery. Time after time 
The netted marks of crawling scales sea-sprung 
ne saw, some new, some urinted when the place was your. 
( rey in the midst like a small rivulet's floor, 
The captives' footsteps written to and fro; 
There was no mi:<.htier soul t is of Jeber's line; 
it is old .rid niou -e -like . 2or a s iN-n 
l burst the chpin: still earless, nerveless, blind, 
rapped in the things of the unhun -mind, 
in some dim memory or ancient mood, 
Still earless, nerveless, blind, the eales stood. 
And then we climbed the stir to a high door; 
t> hundred horsemen on the basalt floor 
beneath had paced content: we held our way 
nd stood within: clothed in a misty ray 
I saw a foam- v.bite sea' =gull drift and float 
Under the roof, and , ith a. s traini n-- throat 
Shouted, and hailed him: he hung there a star, 
' :'or no man's cry shall ever mount so far; 
t even your (od could have thrown down that hall; 
Stablin, His unloosed lightnings in their stall, 
had sat down and sighed -ith cumbered heart, 
:s though nis hour were come. 
.ve sought the part 
What was most distant from the door; green slime 
Made the way slippery, and time on time 
Showed prints of sea -born scales, hile down through it 
The captive's journeys to and fro were writ 
100 
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L.96 Earlier edns. had a colon fter mouse -like. 
L.99. -do- no comma at the end of the line. 
L.101. 2,7,4,e,6 had a comma at the end of the line. 
And where our footfall ' a_i v'rrte 1=.s1; 611_ï` 
A momentary glimmer of _)hos_ohorous 
}feebler and feebler shone the misty la. 
'ho brought us found a torch, and, with its fl_: -1 
ae-ing a world about her, p ̂ ssed from slvht 
Awhile, and came a ain, a second Licht 
.iurnin? between her fingers, and in ?nin= 
Laid it and sighed a sword whose wizard shine 
Not loaded centuries might vapour. `pan 
Deep sunken on the blade's length, '' ananan :1t 
Sea -vod, that once, to give his slaves content, 
Spranv dripping, and, with cative d nions sent 
From the whole seven seas, those towers set 
Rooted in foam and clouds. 'heir mightier masters xn 
To rule more mightier men, and to the world 
Shouted. 
with fire of hair about her swirled, 
jhe stranrrer watched the sword; but -Siam far, 
Scare of its glittering like a meteor star, 
Stood timidly. Lest the should see some sight 
DI fear, I bade them mo ; and for the fi mht 
Like smell river, and There feet touched came 
momentary gleam of r,hosphorus flame, 
under the deepest shadows of the hall 
That woman found a ring hung on the wall, 
znd in the ring a torch, and with its flare 
Making a world about her in the air, 
gassed under the dim doorway, out of sight, 
And carne again, holding a second light 
Burning between her fingers, a.nd in mine 
Laid it and sighed: I held a_ sword whose shine 
No centuries could dim, and a word ran 
Thereon in 0e,ham letters, 'iYanannan'; 
That sea -god's name, who in a deep content 
Sprang dripping, and, with captive demons sent 
Out of the seven -fold seas, built the dark hall 
?ooted in foam and clouds, end cried to all 
the mightier masters of a mightier race; 
.end at his cry there came no milk -pale face 
under a crown of thorns and dark with blood, 
but only exultant faces. 
Niamh stood 
With bowed head, trembling when the white blade shone, 
but she whose hours of tenderness were gone 
Had neither hope nor fear. I bade them hide 
120 
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L.117. The punctuation in the earlier editions was: 
Lie a small river, and, where feet touched, came 
L.120. Earlier edns. had 'maiden' instead of 'woman' 
L.123. -do- ' a dim doorway' instaed oft'the dim - -' 
L. 127 -do- a -colon after dim'. 
L.128. -do- spelt ' Ma.nanan' 
L.130 -do- had 'Heave' instead of 'Niamh' 
1 Anointing, torch iar. -,,, e_ down the fla-o, 
cited. rove, in endles<< carven jago, 
Lifted uh, dome, where face in carven face 
,elted and flogged; and in the self - same olac, 
-lour after hour I waited, and the dome 
.indowless, 11.l.arless, multitudinous home 
Of faces, aatched me, and ,he leisured .c az,: 
as loadd with the memory of days 
.uried and mighty. Thence 1 :journeyed not 
,113 the far doorway 7rew á burning blot 
Of misty dawn; when, circling- round Jie ball, 
I found a_ door de p- sunkn in the wall, 
he least of doors; beyond the door a plain, 
:usky and her less, where 2 1111, line strain 
r =ose from a runnel on whose dTe 
A dusk demon, dry as a withered sed ,Te, 
w9.yed, crooning to himself an unknown ton,Tue. 
In a sao revelry he sang aid s,/u.ne;, 
bacchant and mmournful, oassinm to and fro 
is hand along the runnel's side, as though 
the flowers still -rew Cher: roved beyond him the sea' 1 
,.Y w S 
I 
¡'n'' ..-e 
Under the shadows till the tumults died 
of the loud- crashing and earth -shaking fight, 
Lest they should look upon some dreadful sight; 
And thrust the torch between the slimy flags. 
ri dome made out of endless carven jags, 
ahere shadowy face flowed into shadowy face, 
Looked down on me; and in the self -same place 
I waited hour by hour, and the high dome, 
duindowless, pillarless, multitudinous home 
Of faces, waited; and the leisured gaze 
Was loaded with the memory of days 
Buried and mighty. vhen through the great door 
The dawn came in, and glimmered on the floor 
auith a pale light, I journeyed round the hall 
And found a. door deep sunken in the wall, 
The least of doors; beyond on a dim plain 
A little runnel made a bubbling strain, 
And on the runnel's stony and b?re edge 
A dusky demon dry as a withered sedge 
Swayed, crooning to himself an unknown tongue: 
In a sad revelry he sang and swung 
Bacchant and mournful, passing to =rid_ fro 
His hand along the runnel's side, as though 




L.141. Larlier edns. had 'loud crashing' and earth shaking'. 
L.147. -',, 3, 4, 5, 0 had no comma at the end of the line. 
L.151. -do- a colon after mighty. 
163 -do semi -colon at the end of the line. 
and wvint VR )ours vapours chas-d; 
Lawn passioned; fed with a faint green 117ht, 
Like drifts of 1:iurel leaves immovable arid brInhr 
--Tung the frail loftier clouglets. 'turned id 
A demon's leisure. ii_yes first white as snow, 
lingfisher colour grew with raoe. Ile rose 
arking. Along the heroless plain, with blow 
inling of sword and wer-axe, while the day 
Gave to the noon, and noon to eve cave way, 
e trampled to and fro. 'hen his mind grew, 
vadinc', turning; once did I hew and hew 
A fir tree roaring in its leafless top, 
Once held between my arms, with livid chop 
And sunken shape, a nine-daysl corpse sea-dashed -- 
rorms without number: 7fheri the live -rest flashed 
ith surge of olao-v fire, louno'ing I drove 
Jhrough heart a:ed demon soine, and in the wave 
Cast the loose bulk, lest Nam fear tilm dead; 
And they who to a far-off place had fled, 
T-lopino-- and feerdnrr, brouctht me -rine and bread. 
Shaking and waving, vapour vapour chased, 
hile high frail cloulets, fed with ^ peen. light, 
Like drifts of leaves, immovable and bright, 
Hung in the passionate dawn. He slowly turned.: 
A demon's leisure: eyes, first white, now burned 
Like wings of kingfishers; and he :=,rose 
Barking. We trampled up and down with blows 170 
Of sword and brazen battle -axe, while day 
Gave to high noon and noon to night gave way; 
And when he knew the sword of i alnannan 
And the shades of night, he changed and ran 
Through many shapes; I lunged at the smooth throat 
Of rept eel; it changed, and I but smote 
x fir-tree roaring in its leafless top; 
And thereupon I drew the livid chop 
Of a drowned dripping body to my breast; 
Horror from horror grew; but when the lest 1gO 
Had surged up in a plumy fire, I drave 
Through heart and spine; and cast him in the wave 
Lest- Niamh shudder. 
Full of hope and dread 
Those two came carrying wine and meat and bread, 
L. 173 -175. 2,3,4,5,6 had 
But when at withering of the sun he kneel 
The Druid sword of Mailman, he orew 
to many shapes; 
1912 edn. had 'And' instead of 'But' at the 
beginning of L. 173. 
L. 173 -1R1. 2 had 
I held a dripping corpse, with livid. chop 
And sunken shape, against my face and breast, 
When I had torn it do-n: but when the west 
Surged up in plumy fire, I lunged and draye 
(3,4,5,6 had. 'And I tore down the tree; but when etc 
L. 1P0.) 
The sea -shine on our faces, our way 
ield to the to ers with boasting songs and ,a 
vith witchery and unguents from the flowers 
That lackey tine worn noon in -,idni ,rt hours, 
Feeding.. some white moths around some Eastern shi iris 
:hey healed my wounds; and on the skin supine 
Of wolves, of borepl be rs, we eua'fed the wine 
Brewed of the sea-gods, f -om huee cups th« 
Upon the lips of sea -gods in their day, 
rind on the skins of wolves and bears we slept; 
And when the sun in all his flagrant saffron stoj,.;, 
oiling his wheél, we sang beside the deep 
The spacious loves, the anger without sleep 
Of ancient warriers, the labours of the stLon`. 
ratr.ick, before thy craft dies each old song. 
Liar and flatter of the weak, in That strange cli? e 
shall they turn wrath or pluck th,. of rime? 
Hopeless for ever, they alone shall seek 
And never find, though ye in music speak. 
hy, Oisin knows, for he is of the weak, 
Blind and nigh deaf, with withered arms 
Upon the anvil of the world. 
And healed my wounds with unu-nts out of flowers 
That feed whi he moths Oy some e Danaan shrine; 
'then in that hall, lit by the dim see-shine, 
e lay on skirts of ottrs, and drank wine, 
rewed by the sea-gods, from huge cups that lay 
lion the lios of sea-'ous in bh-ir day; 
And then on heap .d-up skins of otters slept. 
And -Then the =un once more in saffron stent, 
Foiling his flagrant wheel out of the deep, 
- sang the loves a d angers ithout sle-n, 
And all the exultant labours of the stronrr. 
,ut now the lying clerics rourder song 
ith barren words and flatteries of the weak. 
In what land do the powerless burn the beak 
of ravening 'orrow, or the head of rath? 
iior all Your croziers, they have left the path 
And wander in the storms and cline-inc. snows, 
Hopeless for fver: ancient Oisin knows, 
For he is weak and poor and blind, and lies 
On the anvil of the world. 
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L.187. arlir dns. had lea shine'. 
10.189 -do- 'sea gods' 
L. 192. -do- 1:11t ' instead of 'and' 
L. 195. -do- a colon at the end of the line, 
and a new paragraph. 
Patrick. 
The skies 
Darken; Heaven is angry. Cease!. 
Oisin. 
Unto my mind, 
Old and remembering, what avails the wind 
And lightning flash for ever? 
Patrick. 
Cease and hear. 
God shakes the world with restless hands. :,:ore hear 
The darkness comes. A cloud hangs overhead 
A' hush. Ah, me! it hangs to strike us dead. 
(A song of monks without.) 
"Each one a horsehair shirt hath on, 
And many Paternosters said since dawn. 
Trembling, on the flags. we fall, 
Fe.erfu;l of the thunder -ball 
Yet do with us what'er thou wilt, 
For great our error, great our guilt." 
Oisin. 
Saint, dost thou weep? I hear amid the thunder 
The horses of Fenians tearing asunder 
Of armour laughter and cries the armies' shock. 
t :Cis °ver; far with memory I sway and rock. 
Ah, cease, thou mournful, laughing Fenian horn! 
Three days we feasted, when on the fourth morn 
I found, foam -oozy on the vasty stair, 
L. 
3. ,ta_trick. 3e still: the skies 
Are chok-d 'ith thunder, lir,htning, and fierce wind, 
or God has heerd,9nd soeeks His anc;ry mind; 
o cast Your body on the stones Pua urav, 
or He hes -rrousht iridnight and dawn and day. 
Oisin. -Pint, do you weep? I hear amid the thunder 
The ieniL horses; errour torn asunder; 210 
Lau?hter cr,1 cries. Th, armies clash and shock, 
And now the davlisht-darkening, ravens flock. 
Geese, cease, 0 mournful, lauohina .tenian horn! 
VVe feested for three days. On the fourth morn 
I found, dropping sea-foam on the wide stair, 
L. 210. 2 had 'armour Corn asunder' in oarenthesis. 
L.211. Lh- punctuation in 2 was: 
LeurrhtPr and cries: The Prmii-s clash and shock - 
in 3,4 LaurhtPr a d cries: 1h- arm_i-s clash and shock; 
in 7 Lau ht-)r 9 d cries; The arytes clash and shock; 
L. 2 had 
All is done now - I see the ravens flock - 
Ah, cease, You mournful, laughin o. i-nian horn! 
7,41,5,6,Y h ve the same -rcent that there Pre semi- 
colons after Inow'Ec'flockt 
L.215. prli r -drs. had 's P 
-unr round Ai;h slime, end ;rhic,c:rin in hi^ 
hat demon dull end unsucduable, 
And we once more unto our fi'htinr fell 
And in the eve I threw him in ,o the sur` , 
_o lie there 'till t Iourth day si w °r= 
[pis healedshape; and for a hundred Years 
30 warred, so f -aated we. Jo rirearns, no fears, 
Lo languor, no fati sue; an endless feast, 
An endless ;Tar. 
she hundrth year had ceased. 
I stood upon the stair; the surges bore 
A beech bou°h to me, and _m_yr heart grew sore, 
Kememi.- :erina how I paced in days gone o'er, 
At man, 'neath the beech trees, on each side, 
rin, Conan, Oscar, many more, the tide_ 
Of planets watching, watching the race of hares 
Leap in the meadow. On the misty stairs, 
irneied_iate, mournful, rhite with sudden cares, 
boldine that horse long seen not, i;ism stood. 
ith no returning e lance, in wordless mood 
i: mounted, and we rode across the lone 
And hung with slime, and whispering in his hair, 
hat demon dull and unsu :duable; 
And once more to a day -long battle fell, 
And at the sundown threw him in the surge, 
To lie until the fourth morn saw emerge 
His new- healed shape; and for a hundred years 
So warred, so feasted, with nor dreams nor fears, 
Nor languor nor fatigue: an endless feast, 
An endless war. 
The hundred years had ceased; 
I stood upon the stair: the surges bore 
A beech -bough to me, and my heart grew sore, 
isem= mbering. how I had stood by white- haired Finn 
Under a beech at Almhuin and heard the thin 
Ou1i,Cry of bats. 
And then young Niamh came 
Holding that horse, and sadly called my name; 
I mounted, and we passed over the lone 
220 
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L.220. 2 had 1. . . .fourth morn sun -rj er,ge' 
11.221. arli -'r dns . had 'sun healed' 
L.?' r,'-,0 had a comma after ' dr ,ams' 
L.°23. 2 had a corme e f't rr' lan .lor' . 
erlier ,dns. had 'beech bough' 
:rifle the woodpecker made a merry din, 
The bare leaped in the crass. 
1912 edn., the erne ac ' . °37 e- cept ' -man' for 'Almhuin' 
L.2'9. 2 had ' I> -ave' instead of ' I' i en h' 
And drifting greyness. Came this monotor- 
.H.ising and falling, mi 7.-d insenaran 
*arly and distant, ritl 
after are j. feel mr soul dsr 
Like. rotted flesh, and stone by on- 
Gathers sea-slime and goes the seaard way. 
Lhundering and the wide useless waters fray 
:,7T pillars towards their fall. 
'Last of my race, three thins ï mia alone 
-J.:77 soul, my prey, and this my heaped pile. 
,. ace remembering. 2rom -Y 
7T bellow to the Tin..c:is when 8'L,,Jr.6 
And tram.ple y7 dark isle. 
Pil im .. all the woria L ¡Jatt 
The strongest of tb(T-, 
Canie to rly tower a-e dragg--A, after age. 
Light is mants love and lighter is man's 
His puroose drifts sway 
It ,=lid. afar, sleet those to-Jers 
Ard thickened all the whirling ?Ar. IL: ham 
Lost hiam mourn and say, love, we. p;o 
1,:o the Island of Dorgetfulness; for lo, 
isles of the Living and of Victories, 
7.e have no power". "And, -hl_Pm, say, of these 
11,ich is the Isle of Youth?' "hon.3 know', sh, 
And on my bosom laid her weeping head. 
.Y. wj- 
t` 
And drifting greyness, while this monotone, 
Surly and distant, mixed inseparably 
Into the clangour of the wind and sea. 
'I hear my soul drop down into decay, 
And Manannan's dark tower, stone after stone, 
Gather ses -slime and fell the seaward way, 
And the moon goad the waters night and day, 
That all be overthrown. 
'But till the moon has taken all, I wage 
War on the mightiest men i.nder the skies, 
"nd they have fallen or fled, age after age. 
Light is men's love, and lighter is man's rage; 
His purpose drifts end dies.' 
And then lost 1ïiamh murmured, 'Love, we go 
To the Island of Forgetfulness, for lo: 
The Islands of Dancing and Victories 
Are empty of all power.' 
'Pnd which of these 
Is the Island of Content? 
240 
'None know,' she said; 
And on my bosom laid her weeiving head. 250 
L. 232. Earlier edns. had 'grayness'. 
L. 236. -do- 'Manenan'. 
L. 237. -do- 'seaxx slime'. 
L. 242. -do- a colon at the end of the line 
L. 244. 2 had. 'His purpose drifts away'. 
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P P E N D I X - II 
SOME POEMS OF YEATS UNPUBLISHED 
in 
BOOK FORM, 
In Two Parts: 
part I - First Poems. 
part I- Last poems. 
(.Jith a short introductory note) 
SOME n:PUBLI,SHi;D POTE MS OF 
41I LLIAg BUTLER YEATS. 
All the poems in this collection have 
appeared in periodicals, but none of them have yet 
been published in book form. Part I consists of earl 
poems which Yeats did not wish to preserve, end con- 
tains all such poems except 'Love and Death' which 
appeared in the Dublin University t,eview for May 1835 
and IA Ballad Singer' which appeared in the Boston 
Pilot for September 1: , 1891. I have also been unable 
to refer to aapoem, 'Dream of the 'orld's End', which 
appeared in the üreen Sheaf for autumn 1903 which 
Allan ade mentions in his bibliography. These poems 
make up Yeats's juvenilia and they represent the 
somewhat shy and arrested expression of his gentle 
and youthful fancies. 
L'art II is at the opposite pole and 
consists of his very latest poems which have not yet 
been gathered into book form. 
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PART I 
THE ISLAND OF STATUES. 





Almintor, A Hunter. 
Antonio, His Page. 
Enchantress of the Island. 
And a company of the Sleepers of the Isle. 
ACT T 
Scene i. 
Before the cottage of NASCHINA. It is morning; and away in the 
depth of heaven the moon is fading. 
Enter THERNOT with a lute. 
Thernot. Maiden, come forth: the woods keep watch for thee; 
ithin the drowsy blossom hangs the bee; 
'Tie morn: thy sheep are wandering down the vale - 
Ti 's morn: like old men's eyes the stars are pale, 
And thro' the odorous air love- dreams are winging - 
'Tis morn, and from the dew- drench'd wood I've s )ed 
To welcome thee, Naschina, with sweet singing. 
(Sitting on a tree -stem, he begins to tune his lute. 
inter COLIN, abstractedly. 
Colin. Come forth: the morn is fair; as from the pyre 
Of sad 4ueen Dido shone the lapping fire 
Unto the wanderers' ships, or as day fills 
The brazen sky, so blaze the daffodils; 
As Argive Clytemnestra saw out -burn 
The flagrant signal of her lord's return, 
Afar clean - shining on the herald. hills, 
In vale and dell so blaze the daffodils; 
As when upon her cloud -o'er -muffled steep 
OEnone saw the fires of Troia leap, 
And laugh'd, so, so along the bubbling rills 
In lemon - tinted lines, so blaze the daffodils. 
Come forth, come forth, my music flows for thee, 
A quenchless grieving of love melody. 
( Raises his lute. 
Thernot. (sings) Now her sheep all browsing meet 
Ey the singing water's edge, 
Tread and tread their cloven feet 
On the ruddy river edge, 
For the dawn the foliage fingereth, 
And the wavws are leaping white, 
She alone, my lady, lingereth 
While the world is roll'd in light. 
Colin. Shepherd, to mar the morning hast thou come? 
Hear me, and, shepherd, hearing me, grow dumb. 
(sings) Where is the owl that lately flew 
Flickering under the white moonshine? 
She sleeps with owlets two and two, 
Sleepily close her round bright eyrie; 
O'er her nest the lights are blending; 
Come thou, come, and to this string - 
Though my love -sick heart is rending, 
Not a sad note will I sing. 
Thernot. I am not dumb: I'd sooner silent wait 
Within the fold to hear the creaking gate - 
(sings) The wood and the valley and sea 
Awaken, awaken to new -born lustre; 
A new day's troop of wasp and bee 
Hang on the side of the round grape- cluster; 
Blenching on high the dull stars sicken 
Morn -bewildered, and the cup 
Of the tarn where young waves quicken 
Hurls their swooning lustre up. 
Colin. I'll silence this dull singer - 
(sings) Oh, more dark thy gleaming hair is 
Than the p °eping pansy's face, 
And thine eyes more bright than faery's, 
Dancing in some moony place, 
And thy neck's a poised lily; 
See, I tell thy beauties o'er, 
As within a cellar chilly 
Some old miser tells his store; 
And thv memory I keep, 
Till all else is empty chaff, 
Till I laugh when others weep, 
Weeping when all others laugh. 
Thernot. I'll quench his singing with loud song - 
(sings wildly) Come forth, for In a thousand bowers 
Blossoms open dewT lips; 
Over the lake the water - flowers 
Drift and float like silver ships; 
Ever ringing, ringing, ringing, 
With unfaltering persistence, 
Hundred -throated morn is singing, 
Joy and love are one existence. 
Colin. (sings) Lone, and wanting thee, I weep; 
Love and sorrow, one existence, 
Sdaness, soul of ,joy most deep, 
Is the burthen and persistence 
Of the songs that never sleep. 
Love from heaven came of yore 
As a token and a sign, 
Singing o'er and o'er and o'er 
Of his death and change malign.. 
h_er. not . With fiery somg 1,11 drown yon puny voice. 
( Leaping to his feet. 
(sings) Passeth the moon with herb sickle of limht, 
Slowly, slowly fadeth she, 
Weary of reaping the barren night 
And the desolate shuddering sea. 
Colin. (sings) Loud for thee the morning crieth, 
And my soul in waiting dieth, 
raver dieth, dieth, dieth. 
Thernot. (sings) Far the morning vapours shatter, 
As the leaves in autumn scatter. 
Colin. (sings) In the heart of the dawn the rivers are singing, 
Over them crimson vapours are winging. 
Thernot. ( sings) All the world is ringing, ringing; 
All the world is singing, singing. 
Colin. (sings) Lift my soul from rayless night - 
Thernot (sings) Stricken all the night is past - 
Colin (sings) Music of my soul and light - 
Thernot (sings) Pack the shadows creep aghast - 
(They approach one another, while singing, with angry gestures) 
Enter NASCHINA. 
Naschina. Oh, cease your singing: wild and shrill and loud, 
On my poor brain Your busy tumults crowd. 
Colin. Ï fain had been the first of singing things 
To welcome thee, when o'er the owlet's wings 
And troubled eyes came morning's first -born glow; 
But yonder thing4, yon idle noise, yon crow, 
Yon shepherd - 
Thernot. Caine your spirit to beguile 
With singing sweet as e'er round lake - lulled isle 
Sing summer waves . But yonder shepherd vile, 
All clamour- clothed -- 
Colin. tlas't clamour when I sung, 
Whom men have named Arcadia's sweetest tongue. 
( A horn sounds. 
A horn! some troop of robbers winding goes 
Along the wood with subtle tread and bended bows. 
( An arrow passes above. 
Thernot. Fly . 
(Colin and Thernot go. 
Naschina. So these brave shepherds both are gone; 
Courageous miracles! 
.Enter ALMINTOR and ANTONIO, talking to rrether . 
Almintor. The sunlight shone 
Upon his wings. Thro' yonder .green abyss 
I sent an arrow. 
Antonio. And I saw you miss; 
And far away the heron sails, I wis. 
Almintor. Nay, nay, I miss'd him not; his days 
Of flight are done. 
(Seeing Naschina, and bowing low. 
Most fair of all who graze 
Their sheep in Arcady, Naschina, hail'. 
Naschina, hail! 
Antonio. (mimicking him) Most fair of all who gaze 
Their sheep in Arcady, Naschina, hail! 
Naschina, hail'. 
Almintor. I'd drive thy woolly sheep, 
If so I might, along a dewy vale, 
Where all night long the h =avens weep and weep, 
Dreaming in their soft odour -laden sleep; 
Where all night long, the lonely moon, the white 
Sad Lady of the deep, pours down her light; 
And 'mong the stunted ash -trees' drooping rings, 
All flame -like gushing from the hollow stones, 
By day and night a lonely fountain sings, 
And there to its own heart for ever moans. 
Naschina. I'd be alone. 
Almintor. :e two, by that pale fount, 
Unmindful of its woes, would twine a wreath 
As fair as any that on Ida's mount 
Long ere an arrow whizzed or sword left sheath 
The shepherd Paris for Oenone made, 
Singing of arms and battles some old stave, 
As lies dark water in a murmurous Ulade, 
Dreaming the live -long summer in the shade, 
Dreaming of flashing flight and of the plumed wave. 
Antonio. Naschina, wherefore are your eyes so bri -ht 
ith tears? 
Naschina. I weary of ye. There is none 
Of all on whom Arcadian suns have shone 
Sustains his soul in courage or In might, 
Poor race of leafy Arcady, your love 
To prove what can ye do? that things above 
Sheep -guiding, or the bringing some strange bird, 
Or some small beast most wonderfully furr'd, 
Or sad sea - shells where little echoes sit? 
each quests as these, ltrow , need little wit. 
Antonio. And the great Frey lynx's skin: 
Nitschina. In Booth, methinks 
That I myself could shoot a great grey lynx. 
(Naschina turns to go. 
Almintor. 0 stay, Naschina, stay: 
Naschina. Here,where men know the gracious woodland joys, 
Joy's brother, Fear, dwells ever in each breast - 
Joy's brother, Fear, lurks in each leafy way. 
I weary of your songs and hunter's toys. 
To prove his love a knight with lance in rest 
Will circle round the world upon a quest, 
Until afar appear the gleaming dragon - scales: 
From morn the twain until the evening pales 
Will struggle. Or he'll seek enchanter old, 
Who sits in lonely splendour, mail'd in gold, 
And they will war, 'mid wondrous elfin-sights: 
Such may I love. The shuddering forest lights 
Of green Arcadia do not hide, I trove, 
Such men, such hearts. But, uncouth hunter, thou 
Knowest =Lk naught of this, 
Antonio. 
Almintor. Ay, boy. 
Antonio. 
( she goes. 
And, uncouth hunter, now -- 
Let's see if that same heron's dead. 
(The boy runs out, followed by Almintor. 
Scene ii. 
Sundown - A remote forest vali y. 
-Enter ALïv_INT'OR, followed by ANTONIO. 
Antonio. And whither, uncouth hunter? Why so fast? 
So! 'mid the willow glade you pause at last. 
Almintor. Here is the place, the cliff- encircled wood; 
Here grow that shy, retiring sisterhood, 
The pale anemones. We've sought all day, 
And found. 
Antonio. 'Tis well ! - another mile of way 
I could not go. 
Almintor. 
Here in the shade. 
Antonio. 
Almintor. 
(They sit down. 
Let's talk, ad let's be sad, 
-..`by? why? 
For what is glad? 
For, look \rou, sad's the murmur of the bees, 
Yon wind goes sadly, and the grass and trees 
Reply like moaning of imprisoned elf: 
The whole world's sadly talking to itself. 
The -saves in yonder lake where points my hand 
at out tr*m their lives lamenting o'er the sand: 
The birds that nestle in the leaves are sad, 
Poor sad wood- rhapsodists. 
Antonio. Not so: they're glad. 
Almintor. All rhapsody hath sorrow for its soul. 
Antonio. Yon eager lark, that fills with song the whole 
Of this wide vale, embosomed in the air, 
Is sorrow in his song, or any care? 
Doth not on bird, yon quivering bird, rejoice? 
AlmIntor. I hear the whole sky's sorrow in one voice. 
Antonio. Nay, nay, Almintor, yonder song is glad. 
Almintor. 'Tis beautiful, and therefore it is sad. 
Antonio. Have done this phrasing, and say why, in sooth, 
Almintor, thou hast grown so full of ruth, 
And wherefore have we come? 
Almintor. A song to hear. 
Antonio. But whence, and when? 
Almintor. Over the willows sere 
Out of the air. 
Antonio. And when? 
Almintor. When the sun Does down 
Over the crown of the willows brown. 
Oh, boy, I'm bound on a most fearful quest; 
For so she willed - thou heard'st? Upon the breast 
Of yonder lake, from whose green banks alway 
The poplars gaze across the waters grey, 
And nod to one another, lies a green, 
Small island, where the full soft sheen 
Of evening and glad silence dwelleth aye, 
For there the great Enchantress lives. 
Antonio. And there 
Groweth the goblin flower of joy, her care, 
By many sought, and 'tis a forest tale, 
How they who seek are ever doomed to fail. 
Some say that all who touch the ±xlmad island lone 
Are changed for ever into moon -white stone. 
Almintor. That flower I seek. 
Antonio. Thou never wilt return. 
Almintor. I'll bring that flower to her, and so may earn 
Her love: to her who wears that bloom comes truth, 
And elvish wisdom, and long years of youth 
Beyond a mortal's years. I wait the song 
That calls. 
Antonio. 0 evil starred: 
Almintor. It comes along 
The wind at vening when the sun goes down 
Over the crown of the willows brown. 
See, yonder sinks the sun, yonder a shade 
Goes flickering in reverberated light. 
There'. There: Dost thou not see? 
Antonio. I see the night, 
Deep -eyed, slow - footing down the empty glade. 
A Voice. (sings) From theihadowy hollow 
Arise thou and follow: 
Almintor. $ad faery tones. 
Antonio. 'Tis thus they ever seem, 
As some dead maiden's singing iria dream. 
Voice. 
When the tree was o'er-appled 
For mother i_ve' s winning 
I was at her sinning. 
e i.- ..d,. 
O'er the grass light - endappled 
I wandered and trod, 
O'er the green Eden -sod; 
And I sana round the tree 
As I sing now to thee: 
Arise from the hollow, 
And follow, and follow: 
Away in the green paradise, 
As I wandered unseen, 
(How glad was her mien!), 
I saw her as you now arise: 
Before her I trod 
O'er the green Eden -sod, 
And I sang round the tree, 
As I sing now to thee: 
From the shadowy hollow 
Come follow! Come follow! 
( Almintor goes. 
(The Voice sings, dying away.) 
And I sang round the tree, 
As I sing now to thee: 
From the green shaded hollow 
Arise, worm, and follow! 
Antonio. I, too, will follow for this evil - starred one's sake 
Unto the dolorous border of the fairy lake. 
Scene iii. 
THE BIRTF C)F NIGHT --TP ISLAND -- Far awxy into the distance 
reach shadowy ways, burdened with the faery flowers. Knee -deep 
amongst them stand the immovable figures of those who have failed 
in their quest. 
First Voice. See: oh, see: the dew- drowned bunches 
Of the monk's -hood how they shake, 
Nodding by the flickering lake, 
There where yonder squirrel crunches 
Acorns green, with eyes awake. 
Second voice. I followed him from my green lair, 
But awake his two eyes were. 
First Voice. Oh, learned is each monk's- hood's mind, 
And full of wisdom is each bloom, 
As, clothed in ceremonial gloom, 
They fear the story of the wind, 
That dieth slow with unsick doom. 
Second Voice. The South breeze now in dying fears 
Tells all his sinning in their ears. 
First Voice. He says 'twas he, and 'twas no other, 
Blew my crimson cap a ray 
O'er the lak,; this very day, 
Harki he's dead -- my drowsy brother, 
And has not heard Absolvo te. 
( A pause. 
First Voice. Peace, peace, the earth's a- quake. I hear 
Some barbarous, un -faery thing draw near. 
nt er ALMI NTOR . 
Almintor. . The evening, cîleams are green and gold and red 
Along the lake. The crane has homeward fled. 
And flowers around in clustering thousands are, 
Each shining clear as some unbaffled star; 
The skies more dim, tbou01 burnt] i l k q q} j_ =;id, 
A'bov,2 those men whose mouths were sealed 
Long years ago, and unto stone congealed. 
And, oh: the wonder of the thing: each came 
When low the sun sank down in clotted flame 
=eyond the lake, whose smallest wave was burdened 
With rolling fires, beyond the high trees turbaned 
With clinging mist, each star - fought wanderer carne 
As I, to choose beneath day's dying flame; 
And they are all stone, as I shall be, 
Unless some pitying God shall succour me 
In this my choice. 
(Stoops over a flower, then pauses. 
Some God might help; ifjso 
Idiayhap 'twere bet er that aside I throw 
All choice, and to give to chance for guiding chance 
Some cast of die, or let some arrow glance 
For guiding of the gods. The sacred bloom 
To seek not hopeless have I crossed the gloom, 
With that song leading where harmonic woods 
Nourish the panthers in dim solitudes; 
Vast greenness, where eternal Rumour dwells, 
And hath her home by many- foldedV dells. 
1 
I ;sassed by many caves of dripping stone, 
And heard each unseen Echo on her throne, 
Lone regent of the woods, deep muttering, 
And then new murmurs came new uttering 
In sông, from goblin waters swaying white, 
Docking with patient. laughter all the night 
Of those vast woods; and then I saw the boat, 
Living, wide winged, on the waters float. 
Strange draperies did all the sides adorn, 
And the waves bowed before It like mown corn, 
The winged wonder of all Faery Land. 
It bore me softly where the shallow sand 
Linds, as within a girdle or a ring, 
The lake- embosoned isle. Nay, this my quest 
Shall not so hopeless prove: some god .rnay rest 
Upon the wind, and guide mine arrow's course. 
From yonder pinnacle above the lake 
I'll send mine arrow, now my own resource; 
The nighest blossom where it falls I'll take. 
(Goes out, fitting an arrow to his bow. 
A Voice. Fickle the guiding his arrow shall find: 
Some goblin, my servant, on wings that are fleet, 
That nestles alone in the whistl_ino- wind, 
Go pilot the course of his arrow's deceit: 
(The arrow falls. Re -enter Almintor. 
Almintor. 'Tis here the arrow fell: the hr -ezes laughed 
Around the feathery tip. Unto the shaft 
This blossom is most near. Statue: Oh, thou 
Whose beard a moonli_nht river is, whose brow 
Is stone: old sleeper: this same aft,rnoon 
O'er much I've talked: I shall be silent soon, 
If wrong my choice, as silent as thou art. 
Oh! gracious Pan, take now thy servant's part. 
He was our ancient God. If I speak low, 
And not too clear, how will the new god know 
But that I called on him? 
(Pulls the flower and becomes stone. From among the 
flowers a sound as of a multitude of horns. 
A Voice. Sleeping lord of archery, 
No more a- roving shall thou see 
The panther with her yellow hide, 
Of the forest's all the pride, 
Or her ever burning eyes, 
When she in a cavern lies, 
latching o'er her awful young, 
Where their sinewy might is strung 
In the never- lifting dark'. 
No Thou standest still and stark, 
That of old verb moving ever, 
But a mother °anther never 
O'er her young so ea7erly 
Did her lonely watching take 
As I my watching lest you wake, 
Sleeping lord of Archery. 
Act II 
Scene i. 
The wood in the early morning. 
Enter ANTONIO and NASCHINA. 
Naschina. I, as a shepherd dressed, will seek and seek 
Until I find him. That a weary week, 
1iy pretty child, since he has pone, oh say 
Once more how on that miserable day 
He passed across the lake. 
Antonio. When we two came 
From the wood's ways, then, like a silver flame, 
We saw the dolorous lake; ei. d then thy name 
He carved on trees, and with a sun -dry weed 
He wrote on the sands (the owls may read 
And ponder it if they will); then near at hand 
The boat's prow grated on the shallow sand, 
And loudly twice the living wings flapt wide, 
And, leaping to their feet, far Echoes cried, 
Each other answering. Then between each wing 
de sat and then I heard the white lake sing, 
Curving beneath the prow; as some wild drake 
Halff lit; so flapt the tri wings across the lake - 
Alas: I make you sadder, shepherdess. 
!aschina. Nay, grief in feeding on old grief crows less. 
Antonio. Grief needs much feeding them. Of him I swear 
!e've talked and talked, and not a whit more rare 
Your weeping fits 
Naschina. Look you, so very strait 
The barred woodpecker's mazsion is and deep, 
No other bird may enter in. 
Antonio. ell? 
Naschina. Late - 
Aye, very lately, sorrow came to weep 
Within my heart; and nought but sorrow now 
Can enter there. 
Antonio. See: See! above yon brow 
Of hill two shepherds come. 
aschina. Farewell: I'll don 
r shepherd garments, and return anon. 
( Goes. 
Enter COLIN and TH'HNOT. 
Thernot. Two men who love one maid have ample cause 
Of war. Of yore, two shepherds, where we pause, 
Fought once for self -same reason on the hem 
Of the wide woods. 
Colin. And the deep earth gathered them. 
Thernot. .e must met swords. 
Coli î . Is't the only way? Oh, see, 
Yon is the hunter's, Sir Almintor's, page; 
Let him between us judge, for he can gauge 
And measure out the ways of chivalry. 
!_rnot. Sir Page, Almintor's friend, and therefore learned 
In all such things, pray let thine ears be turned, 
And hear, and judge. 
Antonio. My popinjay, what now? 
Colin. This thing we ask: must we two fight? Judge thou. 
Each came one morn, with welcoming of song, 
Unto her door; for this, where nod the long 
Andjshoreward waves, we nigh have fought; waves bring 
The brown weed burden, so the sword brings fear 
To us. 
Thernot. Oh wise art thou in such a thing, 
Being Almintor's page. Now judge you here. 
We love Naschina both. 
Antonio. Whom loves she best? 
Colin. She cares no whit for either, but has blest 
Almintor with her love. 
Enter NASCHINA, disguised as a shepherd boy. 
solin. Who art thou? - speak, 
As the sea's furrows on a sea -tost shell, 
Sad histories are lettered on thy cheek. 
Antonio. It is the shepherd Guarimond, who loveth well 
In the deep centres of the secret woods. 
Old miser hoards of grief to tell and tell: 
Young Guarimond he tells them o'er and o'er, 
To see them drwned by those vast solitudes, 
ith their unhuman sorrows. 




Antonio. No, no; when that shall be, then men may call 
Down to their feet the stars that shine alone, 
Each one at gaze for are upon his whirling throne. 
(They go. 
Scene ii. 
remote part of the forest - Through black and twisted trees the 
lake is shining under the red evening sky. 
Enter NASCHINA, as a shepherd boy and ANTONIO. 
Antonio. Behold, how like a swarm of fiery bees 
The light is dancing o'er the knotted trees, 
In busy flakes; re- shining from the lake, 
Through this night- vested place the red beams break. 
Naschina. From the deep earth unto the lurid sky 
All things are quiet in the eve's wide eye. 
Antonio. The air is still above, and still each leaf, 
But loud the grasshopper that sits beneath. 
Naschina. And, boy, saw you, when through the forest we 
Two came, his name and mine on x many a tree 
Carved; here beyond the lake's 2 slow -muffled tread, 
In sand his name and mina I've also read. 
Antonio. Yonder's the isle in search whereof we came; 
The white waves rap it in a sheet of flame, 
And yonder huddling blackness draweth nigh - 
The faery ship that swims athwart the sky. 
ì`Jaschina. Antonio, if I return no more, 
Then bid them raise my statue on the shore; 
Here where the round waves come, here let them build, 
Here, facing to the lake, and no name gild; 
A white,dumb4,th.ing of tears, here let it stand, 
Between the lonely forest and the sand. 
Antonio. The boat draws near and near. You heed me not: 
Naschina. And when the summer's deep, then to this spot 
The Arcadians bring, and bid the stone be raised 
As I am standing now - as though I gazed, 
One hand brow - shading, far across the night, 
And one arm pointing thus, in marble white. 
And once a -year let the Arcadians come, 
And ' neath sit, and of the woven sum 
Of human sorrow let them moralize; 
And let them tell sad histories, till their eyes 
All swim with tears. 
Antonio. The faery boat's at hand; 
You must be gone; the rolling grains of sand 
Are 'neath its prow, a, d crushing shells. 
INaschina.(turning to go) And let the tale be mournful each one tel 
(Ant onto and Naschina go out. 
Reenter Antonio. 
Antonio. I would have gone also; but far away 
The faery thing flew with her o'er the ccra.y 
Slow waters, and the boat and maiden sink 
Away from me where mists of evening drink 
To ease their world -old thirst along the brink 
Of sword -blue waves of calm; while o'er head blink 
_ _ 
i 
The mobs of stars in gold and green and blue, 
Piercing the quivering waters through and through, 
The ageless sentinels who hold their watch. 
O'er grief. The world drinks sorrow from the beams 
And penetration otheir ,yes. 
(starting forward. 
Where yonder blotch 
Of lilac o'er the pulsing water gleams, 
Once more those shepherds come. Mayhap some mirth 
I'll have. Oh, absent one, 'tis not for dearth 
Of grief. And if they say, `Antonio laughed', 
Say then, - 'A popin jay before grief's shaft 
Pierced through, chattering from habit in the sun, 
Till his last wretchedness was o'er and done'. 
A Voice from the trees. Antonio! 
,nter Colin and Thernot. 
Thernot. We have resolved to fight. 
Antonio. To yonder isle, where never sail was furled, 
From whose green banks no living thing may rove, 
And see a -ain the happy woodland light, 
Naschina's gone, drawn by a thirst of love, 
And that was strange; but this is many a world 
More wonderful! 
Thernot. And we have swords. 
Antonio. 0 night 
Of wonders! eve of prodigies! 
Colin. Draw! draw! 
Antonio. (aside). 118'11 snap his sword. 
hhernot. Raised the lion's paw. 
(Colin and Thernot fight. 
Antonio. Cease! Thernot's wounded, cease! They will not heed. 
Fierce thrust! A tardy blossom had the seed, 
But heavy fruit. How swift the argument 
Of those steel tongues! Crash, swords'. 'e31 _ thrust! Well bent 
Aside! -- 
(A far -off multitudinous sound of horns. 
The wild horns told Almintor`s end, 
And of Naschina's now they tell - rend! rend! 
Oh, heart! Her dirge! With rushing arms the waves 
Cast on the sound, on, on. This night of graves, 
The soinning the toiling sea - whirl round 
My sinking brain! - Cease! - Cease! Heard ye yon sound? 
The dirge of her ye love. Cease! - Cease! 
( An echo in a cliff in the heart of the forest sends mournfully 
back the blast of the horns. ANTONIO rushes away, and the scene 
closes on COLIN and TH RNOT still fighting.) 
J 
THE T WO TITANS. 
A political poem. 
The vision of a rock where lightnings whirled 
Bruising the darkness with their crackling light; 
The waves, enormous wanderers of the world, 
Heat on it with their hammers day and night. 
Two figures crouching on the black rock, bound 
To one another with a coiling chain; 
A grey- haired youth, whose cheeks had never found, 
Or long ere this had lost their ruddy stain; 
A sybil, with fierce face as of a hound 
That dreams. She moveth, feeling in her brain 
Th: lightnings pulse - behold her, aye behold - 
Ignoble joy, and more ignoble pain 
Cramm'd all her youth; and hates have bought and sold 
Her spirit. As she moves, the foam- globes burst 
Over her spotted flesh and flying hair 
And her gigantic limbs. The weary thirst 
Unquenchable still grows in her dull stare, 
As round her, slow on feet that have no blood, 
The phantoms of her faded pleasures walk; 
And trailing crimson vans, a mumbling brood, 
Ghosts of her vanished glories, muse and stalk 
About the sea. Before her lies that -youth, 
lorn with long struggles; and the waves have sung 
Their passion and their restlessness and ruth 
Through his sad soul for ever old and young, 
Till their fierce miseries within his eyes 
Have lit lone tapers. 
Now the night was cast, 
Making all one o'er rock and sea and skies; 
And when once more the lightning Genii passed, 
Strewing upon the rocks their steel -blue hair, 
T saw him stargger with the clanking chain, 
Trailing and shining 'neath the flickering glare. 
ith little cries of joy he kissed the rain 
In creviced rocks, and laughed to the old sea, 
And, nodding to and fro, sang songs of love, 
And flowers and little children. Suddenly 
Dropt down the velvet darkness from above, 
Hiding away the ocean's yelping flocks. 
When flash on flash once more the lightning came, 
The youth had flung his arms around the rocks, 
And in the sibyl's eves a languid flame 
Was moving. Bleeding now, his grasp unlocks, 
And he is dragged again before her feet. 
Why not? He is her own; and crouching nigh 
Bending her face o'er his, she watches meet 
And part his foaming mouth with eager eye -- 
io place a kiss of fire on the dim brow 
Of Failure, and to crown her crownless head, 
That all men evermore may humbly bow 
Down to the mother of the foiled and dead. 
or this did the 'eternal Darkness bring 
Thither by dust, and knead it with a cry, 
Gathered on her own lips, Oh youth, and fling 
Failure for glory down on thee and mould 
Thy 
ror 
withered foe, and with the purple wing 
Of ocean fan thee into life, and fold 
ever round thy waking an.d thy sleep 
The darkness of the whirlwind shattered deep. 
REMEMBRANCE, 
Remembering thee, I search out these faint flowers 
Of rhyme; remembering thee, this crescent night, 
While o'er the buds, and o'er the grass- blades, bright 
And clinging with the dew of odorous showers, 
With purple sandals sweep the grave -eyed hours - 
Remembering thee, I muse, while fades in flight 
The honey-hearted leisure of the light, 
And hanging o'er the hush of willow bowers, 
Of ceaseless loneliness and high resret 
Sings the young wistful spirit of a star 
Enfolden in the shadows of the _=ast, 
And silence holding revelry and feast; 
Just now my soul rose up and touched it, far 
In space, made equal with a sigh, we met. 
From th= waves the sun hath reeled, 
Proudly in his saffron walking; 
Sleep in some far other fi ld 
does his poppies now a- hawking; 
From the hills of .earth have pealed 
i'durmurs of her children talking -- 
ivy comoenions, two and two, 
=atherinF mushrooms in the dew. 
:'.'ake, ma cushla, sleepy headed; 
Trembles as a bell of glass 
All heaven's floor, with vapours bedded - -- 
And along the mountains pass, 
Vtith their mushrooms lightly threaded 
On their swaying blades of grass, 
Lads and lasses, two and two, 
Gathering mushrooms i the dew. 
Wake! the heron, ri sine, bath 
Showered away the keen dew drops; 
':':easel warms him on the path, 
Half asleep the old cow crow, 
In the fairy- haunted rath, 
Dewy-tongued, the daisy tops -- 
6A , f iá 
e will wander, I and you, 
Gathering mushrooms in the d.w. .
For your feet the mornin ,r.ayeth: 
We will find her favourite lair, 
straying as the heron streyeth, 
As the moorfowl and the hare, 
chile the morning star decayeth 
In the bosom of the air -- 
Gayest wanderers, I and You, 
Gathering mushrooms in the dew. 
In The Firelight. 
Come and dream of kings and kingdoms, 
Cooking chestnuts on the bars - 
Round us the white roads are endless, 
Mournful under mournful stars. 
Whisper lest we too may sadden, 
Round us herds of shadows steal - 
Care not if beyond the shadows 
Flieth Fortune's furious wheel. 
Kingdoms rising, kingdoms falling, 
Bowing nations, plumed wars - 
Binh them in an hour of dreaming, 
Cooking chestnuts on the bars. 
IviOT'RN -- Alb 0NW IkRD 
Ye on the broad. high mountains of old Eri, 
Mourn all the night and day, 
The man is none who guided y ,, unwear-r, 
Through the long bitter way. 
Ye by the waves who close in our sad nation, 
Be full of sudden fears, 
The man is gone who from his lonely station 
Has moulded the hard years . 
Mourn ye on grass -green plains of Eri fated, 
For closed in darkness now 
Is he who laboured on, derided, hated, 
And made the tyrant bow. 
;._ourn -- and then onward, there is no returning 
He guides ye from the tomb; 
His memory now is a tall pillar, burning 
Before us in the gloom! 
THE DAlv AAN UI CRT,=N TRY E. .
It is said that an enchanted tree crew once on the little 
lake -island of Innisfree, and that its Lorries were, according to 
one legend, poisonous to mortals, and according to another, able to 
endow them with more than mortal powers. Both legends say that the 
berries were the food of the "T'uatha. de Danaan', or faeries. 
Çuicken is the old Irish name for the mountain ash. The Bark Joan 
mentioned in the last verse is a famous faery who often goes about 
the roads disguised as a clutch of chickens. Niam is the famous 
and beautiful faery who carried Oisin into Faeryland. 'Aslauga 
Shee' means faery host. 
Beloved, hear my bitter talel- 
Now making busy with the oar, 
Now flinging loose the slanting sail, 
I hurried from the woody shore, 
And plucked small fruits on Inn.isfree. 
(Ah, mournful Danaan quicken tree:) 
A murmuring faery multitude, 
Then flying to the heart of light 
From playing hurley in the wood 
':'vith creatures of our heavy night, 
A berry threw for me - or thee. 
(Ah, mournful Danaan quicken tree;) 
And thereon grew a tender root, 
And thereon grew a tender stern, 
And thereon grew the ruddy fruit 
That are a poison to all men 
And meat to the Aslauga Shee. 
(Ah, mournful Danaan quicken tree:) 
If when the battle is half won, 
I flin ä away my sword, blood dim, 
Or leave some service all undone, 
- eloved, blame the Danaan whim, 
And blame the snare they set for me. 
(Ah, mournful Danaan quicken tree:) 
Cast out all hope, cast out all fear, 
And taste with me the faeries' meat, 
For while I blamed them I could hear 
Dark Joan call the berries sweet, 
Where Niam heads the revelry. 
(Ah, mournful Danaan quicken tree!) 
WISDOM AND LR ;AïrfS . 
! 
I pray that I ever be weaving 
An intellectual tune, 
But weaving it out of threads 
From theldistaff of the moon. 
isdom and dreams are one, 
For dreams are the flowers ablow, 
And Wisdom the fruit of the garden: 
God planted him long ago. 
A SONG OF THr LW :L-0'103S 
He who measures gain and loss, 
:Vhen he gave to th Te the Rose, 
Gave to me alone the Cross; 
'.':here the blood -red blossom blows 
In a wood of dew and moss, 
There thy wandering pathway goes, 
.inc where wet ers brood and toss; 
Yet one joy have I, hid close, 
He who measures gain and loss, 
When he gave to thee the Rose, 
Gave to me alone the Cross. 
SPINNING SONG 
There are seven that pull the thread 
One lives under the waves, 
And one where the winds are wove, 
And one in the old gray house 
Where the dew is made before dawn; 
One lives in the house of the sun, 
And one in the the house of th- moon, 
And one lives under the boughs 
Of the Bolden apple tree; 
And one spinner is lost. 
Holiest, holiest seven, 
Put all your power on the thread 
I have spun in the house this night! 

r J 7 t 
HOUND 
P,ECAIi ;E: we love bare hills and stunted trees 
And were the last to choose the settled ground, 
Its boredom of the desk or of the spade, because 
So many years companioned by a hound, 
Our voices carry; and though slumber bound, 
some few half wake and half renew their choice, 
Oive tongue, proclaim their hidden name - 'hound voice ". 
The women that I picked spoke sweet and low 
And yet pave toncnie. "Hound voices" were they all. 
picked each other from afar and knew 
iat hour of terror comes to test the soul, 
And in that terror's name obeyed the call, 
And understood, what none have understood, 
Those images that waken in the blood. 
Some day we shall get up before the dawn 
And find our ancient hounds before the door, 
And wide awake know that the hunt is on; 
tumbling upon the blood -dark track once more, 
íha: stumbling to the kill beside the shore; 
`¡Then cleaning out a d bandaging of ,rounds, 
And chants of victory amid the encircling, hounds. 
.-r.,,;, T,:r ,äTT r T677172 -n 
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A BLOODY and a sudden end, 
Gunshot or a noose, 
fior death who takes what man would keep, 
Leaves what man would lose. 
He might have had my sister 
cousins by the score, 
Hut nothing satisfied the fool 
But my dear iviary iv oore, 
None other knows what pleasures man 
At table or in bed. 
What shall I do for pretty girls 
Now my old bawd is dead? 
ll 
Though stiff to strike a bargain 
Like an old Jew man, 
Her barmain struck we laughed and talked 
And emptied many a can; 
And 0! but she had stories 
`ihourzh not for the priest's ear, 
To keep the soul of man alive 
anish age and care, 
And being old she put a skin 
On everything she said. 
'"hat shall I do for pretty 7irls 
Now my old bawd is dead? 
III 
'Ihe priests have Got a book that says 
but for Adam's sin 
den's carden would be there 
And I there within. 
expectation fails there 
No pleasing, habit ends 
10 man f'rows old, no rrirl grows cold, 
-,1,1t friends walk by friends. 
' ho ouarrels over halfo.nni-s 
'dial: plucks he trees for bread? 
that shall I do for pretty uirls 
Now my o_Ld bawd is dead? 
HIGH TALE. 
T,OCETOHS that lack high stilts have nothing that catches the eye. 
hat if my great-granddad had a pair that were twenty foot high, 
And mine were but fifteen foot, no modern stalks upon higher, 
Some rogue of the world stole them to patch up a fench or a fire. 
Because piebald ponies, led bears, caged lions, make but poor shows, 
Because children demand Daddy-long-lege upon his timber toes, 
Because women in the upper stories demand a face at the pane 
That patching old heels they may shriek, I take to chisel and plane. 
iialachi :tilt-Jack am I, whatever I learned has run wild, 
itrom collar to collar,from stilt to stilt, from father to child. 
All metajior, Jalachi, stilts and all. A barnacle goose 
Far -up in-the stretches of night ;ni7ht splits ad the dawn breaks 
loose; 
I, through the terrible novelty of light, stalk on, stalk on; 
Those great sea. horses bare their teeth and laugh at the dawn. 
TT-17'. APPARITION'S 
E. C¡=.11:>11 ehere is sa.f -tY in derision 
I talked about an a.pr)ari ion, 
I took no troui_1 _. to convince, 
Or seem possit le to a man of sense, 
Distrustful of that po>>ular eye 
Whether it be bold or sly. 
it ifteen ':ppa.ri l-,ions have I s:en; 
The ,-orst a coat upon a. coat-hanger. 
I have found nothing half so good 
As ?ny lone' -vlan ed half solitude, 
:h -re 1 can sit up half the night 
ith some friend that has the wit 
,ot to allow his looks to bell 
,Chen I am unintelliwiole. 
Fifteen apparitions have 1 seen; 
The worst coat upon a coat-hanger. 
hen a man crows old his joy 
Grows more deep day after day, 
His empty heart is full at length 
ut he has need of all that stren-th 
!ecause of the increasing idplit 
That opens her mystery and fri r'h.t . 
Fifteen apparitions have I seen; 
'i'he worst a coat upon a coat- hanger. 
A LArYTVITv. 
-'that woman hu:7-s her infant there? 
Another star has shot an ear. 
hat made the drapery glisten so? 
Not a man but Delacroix. 
:jhat made the ceiling waterproof? 
Landorts tarpaulin on the roof. 
:het brushes fly and moth aside? 
Irving and his plume of pride. 
That hurries out the knave and dolt? 
'Jaima and his thunderbolt. 
ih77- is a wo?-an terror-struck? 
Can there be mercy in her look? 
MAN AND THE ECHO. 
In a cleft that's christened -alt 
Under broken stone i halt 
ht the bottom of e pit 
That broad noon has never lit, 
And shout a secret to the stone. 
All that I have said and done, 
Now that I ern old and ill., 
rums into a question till 
I lie awake night after night 
And never get the answers right. 
Did that play of line send out 
Certain men the English shot? 
Did words of mine put too great strain 
On that woman's reeling, brain? 
Could my spoken words have checked 
That whereby a house lay wrecked? 
And all seems evil until I 
Sleepless would lie down and die. 
ECHO 
Lie down and die. 
'Al'v 
That were to shirk 
The spiritual intellect's great work 
And shirk it in vain. There is no release 
In a bodkin or disease, 
i or can there be a work so great 
As that which cleans man's dirty slate. 
4hile man can still his body keep 
Vine or love drug him to sleep, 
kvaking he thanks the Lord that he 
Has body and its stupidity, 
But body one he sleeps no more 
And till his intellect grows sure 
That all's arranged in one clear view 
Pursues the thoughts that I pursue, 
'hen stands in judgement on his soul, 
And, all work done, dismisses all 
Out of intellect and sight 
And sinks at last into the night. 
ECHO 
Into the nicht. 
!`SAN 
0 rocky voice 
Shall we in that great night rejoice? 
What do we know but that we face 
One another in this place? 
But hush, for I have lost the theme 
Its joy or night seem but a dream; 
Up there some hawk or owl has struck 
Dropping; out of sky or rock, 
A stricken rabbit is crying out 
And its cry distracts my thought. 
T+F 
THE CIRCUS Ai.,:IMAL' S DESEK`l'ION 
I 
I sought a theme and nought for it in vain, 
I sought it daily for six weeks or so. 
Naybe at last being but a broken man 
I must be satisfied with my heart, althouh 
,linter and summer till old age began 
;y circus animals were all on show, 
Those stilted boys, that burnished. chariot, 
Lion and woman and the Lord knows what. 
II 
what can I but enumerate old themes, 
First that sea -rider "Usheen led by the nose 
Through three enchanted islands, allegorical dreams, 
Vain gaiety, vain battle, vain repose, 
Themes of the embittered heart, or so it seems, 
That might adorn old songs or courtly shows; 
but what cared I that set him on to ride, 
I, starved for the bosom of his fairy bride. 
And then a counter -truth filled out its play, 
"The Countess Cathleen" was the name I gave it, 
She, pity- crazed, had riven her soul away 
Eut masterful Heaven had intervened to save it. 
I thought my dear must her own soul destroy 
So did fanaticism and hate enslave it, 
And this brought forth a dream and soon enough 
This dream itself had all my thought and love. 
And when the Fool and Blind Man stole the bread 
Cuchullain fought the ungovernable sea, 
Heart mysteries there, and yet when all is said 
It was the dream itself enchanted me: 
Character isolated by a deed 
To engross the present and dominate memory. 
Players and painted stage took all my love 
And not those things that they were emblems of. 
III 
Those masterful images because complete 
Grew in pure mind but out of what began? 
A mound of refuse or the sweepings of a street, 
Old kettles, old bottles, and a broken can, 
Old iron, old bones, old rags, that raving slut 
Who keeps the till. Now that my ladder's gone 
I must lie down where all the ladders start 
In the foul rag and bone shop of the heart. 
POLITICS 
"In our time the destiny of man presents its meanings 
in political terms." TH O,.'a S i` N N 
How can I, that girl standing there, 
y attention fix 
On Roman or on lus s i an 
Or on Spanish politics, 
Let here's a travelled mean that knows 
hat he talks about, 
Ard there's a politician 
That has both read and. though4- , 
And maybe they sad is clue 
Of war and war's alarms, 
13ut O that I were young a_ in 
And held her in my arms. 
THE STATUTES 
rythasoras planned it. ,,hy did the people stare? 
His numbers, though they moved or seemed to move 
In marble or in bronze, lacked character. 
í::ut boys and ;girls pale from the imagined love 
Of solitary beds, knew what they were, 
That passion could bring character enough; 
And pressed at midnight in some public place 
live lips upon a plummet- measured face. 
No! treater than rytha.:oras, for the men 
That with a mallet or a. chisel modelled. these 
Calculations that look but casual flesh, put down 
All Asiatic value immensities, 
And not the banks of oars that swam upon 
The many -headed foam at Salamis. 
Europe put off that foam when rhidies 
Gave women dreams and dreams their looking- r;lass. 
One image crossed the many- headed, sat 
Under the tropic shade, wrew round and. slow, 
No Hamlet thin from eating flies, a fat 
Dreamer of the Middle Ages. Empty eye -balls knew 
That knowlede increases unreality, that 
Mirror on mirror mirrored is all the show. 
WWi'h.en ion; and conch declare the hour to bless 
grimalkin crawls to Buddha's emptiness. 
when rearse su- !mmoned Cuchullain to his side, 
Vha_t stalked through the Post Office? What intellect, 
ghat calculation, number, measurement, replied? 
Ne Irish, born into that ancient sect 
But thrown upon this filthy modern tide 
And by its formless, spawning, fury wrecked, 
Climb to our proper dark, that we may trace 
The lineaments of a plummet -measured face. 
3 o ! 
NEWS FOR THE DELPHIC ORACLE 
I 
There all the golden codgers lay, 
There the silver dew, 
And the great water sighed for love 
And the wind sighed too. 
Man- picker Nismh leant and sighed 
By Oisin on the. grass; 
There sighed amid his choir of love 
Tall Pythagoras. 
lotinus came and looked about, 
The salt flakes on his breast, 
And having stretched and yawned awhile 
Lay sighing like the rest. 
II 
Straddling each a dolphin's back 
And steadied by a fin. 
Those Innocents re -live their death, 
Their wounds open again. 
The ecstatic waters laugh because 
Their cries are sveet and strange, 
Through their ancestral patterns dance, 
And the brute dolphins plunge 
Until in some cliff- sheltered bay 
Where wades the choir of love 
Proffering its sacred laurel crowns, 
They pitch their burdens off. 
III 
Slim adolescence that a nymph has stripped, 
relius on Thetis stares, 
Her limbs are delicate as an eyelid, 
Love has blinded him with tears; 
But Thetis' belly listens. 
Down the mountain walls 
From where Pan's cavern is 
Intolerable music falls. 
roul goat -head, brutal arm appear, 
elly, shoulder, bum, 
Flash fishlike; nymphs and satyrs 
Copulate in the foam. 
LONG- -JED FLY 
That civilization may not sink 
Its great battle lost, 
quiet the dog, tether the pony 
To a distant post. 
Our master Caesar is in the tent 
Adhere the maps are spread, 
His eyes fixed upon nothing, 
A hand under his head. 
Like a long -legged fly upon the stream 
His mind -loves upon silence. 
That the topless towers be burnt 
All :lien recall that face, 
'ove most gently if move you :gust 
In this lonely place. 
She thinks, part woman, three parts n child, 
That nobody looks; her feet 
Practise a tinker shuffle 
Picked upon the street. 
Like a long-leged fly upon the stream 
Her mind moves upon silence. 
.That girls at puberty may find 
The first Adam in their thought, 
Shut the door of the Pope's Chapel, 
Keep those children out. 
There on that scaffolding; reclines 
Michael -nelo. 
ith no more sound than the mice make 
_::-is hand moves to and fro. 
Like a long -leged fly ucon the stream 
his mind moves upon silence. 
A P'i01,r77 
Here at right of the entrance this bronze head, 
_Haman, super- human, a bird's round eye, 
Everything else withered and mummy -dead. 
'ghat great tomb- haunter sweeps the distant sky; 
(Something may linger there though all else die;) 
And finds there nothing to make its terror less 
Hysterico -passio of its own emptiness? 
No dark tomb- haunter once; her form all full 
As though with magnanimity of light 
Yet a most gentle woman; who can tell 
hich of her forms has shown her substance right, 
Or may be substance can be composite, 
Profound Mc`l'agart thought so, and in a breath 
A mouthful hold the extreme of life and death. 
But even at the starting -post, all sleek and new, 
I saw the wildness in her and I thought 
A vision of terror that it must live through 
Had shattered her soul. Propinquity had brought 
Imagination to that pitch where it casts out 
All that is not itself. I had grown wild 
And wandered murmuring everywhere "my child, my child.;" 
Or else I thought her supernatural; 
As though a sterner eye looked through her eye 
On this foul world in its decline and fall; 
3c7 
On gar.. ling stocks grown great, great stocks run dry, 
Ancestral pearls all pitched into a stye, 
heroic revery mocked by clown and knave, 
And wondered what was left for massacre to save. 
A P P E N D I X - III 
A B I B L I O G H A P H Y 
of the corks of 
I L L I A 1 V I L J T L L R Y E A T S . 
(,with a short introductory Note) 
A Bxbito'"ran'Cly of the .:ricl.nf s of 
:iilialn Butler Yeats. 
I have endeavoured_ to 'ncl-zde in this 
b:iblio -rapt y everythin^' that Yeats wrote or edited 
and most of the works he contributed to. Of his 
contributions to periodicals, I have mentioned only 
the poetry. The enormous bulk of his revie;rs, 
sketches, letters and essays contributed to Irish, 
Ilno-lish and P rican%eriodicals,especially during ;
the eio'hteen- nineties, will fill many volumes. I 
have not included the numerous anthologies in which 
his work hay- aoneared e; :ce_ot some significant early 
like the of Gill and Son(1888) where 
he himself made his contributions a part of the 
general scheme of the book. I have described every 
book I have had. access to and merely mentioned the 
others. Several of the first editions are limited 
in number and printed privately, and are inaccessible 
at libraries and even at the Eritish Museum. :tut 
between Yeats and his sister Miss Elizabeth Yeats, 
of the Cuala Press, it is ?oosible to sec practically 
all of them. 
FFoole' s admirable 'Index to Periodical 
Literature' came to an end with its fifth supplement 
in 1907. And it was 1915 before the Library Association 
published the first volume of 'Subject Ind 'x to 
Periodicals'. The latter has amain a nap between 
312-- 
between 1922 and 1926. Both these publications men- 
tion :corks on authors more than by them. Eut I have 
made use of theca a great deal. If this bib_lio- _raphy 
is incorr:plste, it is vainly due to the naos in these 
publications as well as the difficulty of access to 
several imerican journals. I know definitely of at 
least one omission, of a _poem :;hich appeared first 
in the excellent American mafazine, ' poetry' . 
_he _can of dividine: up the work into four 
columns is intended to provide an index to the naturq 
of his creative eetivity durinc 1885 -1939. The 
following are the abbreviations used in naming the 
various periodicals: 
The Dublin University ftevîew: D. U. r? . 
The Irish lonthly : 
'_12he Irish rire s i de : 
The Leisure dour: 
The Scots Observer: 
The National Obs erver: 
United Ireland: 
The E ooki an: 
The Uaturday Review: 
The l'ortnimhtly ïfevievi: 
The . onthly lcevievr: 
The Dial: 
The London Nier cu ry : 
ir. 
Ir. rir. 





s t. 14ev. 
r'ort . Rev. 
i on. Rev. 
Dial 
Lon. 1:ierc . 
I have made use of A.J.A 3.timons's i3ibliomraphy of the 
1st editions of Yeats's :orks(rirst ditions Club)'24, 
and Allan '`Nade's Biblio -raphy published in 1908 in 
the ei7hth volume of the Collected Works (A:lakes-pear 
Head 2ress, Chapman and Hall) every now and then. 
1835. 
1886. 
osada/A Dramatic Poem/y/ 
.E.Yeats/ ith a/Eirontispiece 
Portrait of the author/Ty 
J.b.-veats/lorinted from the 
Lublin University R_view/ 
Dublin: 2,inted by 7,-aly, 
L'ryers, and ,alker,/94,05 
96 ij_ddle Abbey 3reet ./1386. 
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Song of th° Fairies. 
Voices. 
( D.U.R. March) 
The Island of Statues. (D.U.R. 
April- July) 
Love and Death.(,I.U.R.ay) 
The Seeker. (D.U.R.September) 
An vilogu.e.(D.U.R.October) 
In a Drawing Room. (D.U.R. January) 
suatrains . (D .0 .R .February) 
The Two Titans.(D.U.R.arch) 
On 1r .I ettleship's Picture at the 
Royal Hib';rnian Academy(D.U.R.Apr) 
r;_osada (D.U.R.June) 
Remembrance (Ir .i,on . July) 
1.'iserrimus (L.U.R.October) 
Iirom the Book of Yauri the Indian, ;! 
Section V. On the rature of God. , it 
(D.U.R.Octobe.r) 
:.editation of an old Fisherman. 
(ir.Mon. October) 
The .tolen Child (Ir.. on.December) 
An Indian Song (D.U.R.i)ecember) 
A Dawn Song ( Ir . ï ir . r eb . 5) 
1887 contd. 
The Fairy Pedant ( Ir._»on ar. ) . 
King ':oll (.Leis.Ffr.'September) 
She who dwelt amon he 
sycamores . ( Ir. on September) 
The Fairy Doctor.(Ir.Fir.Sep 10) 
1888 
Poems end '= allads /of/ 
Young Ireland /1888y':'e're 
one at heart if you be 
Ireland's friend,/hough 
leagues asunder our 
opinions tend; /There are 
but two gnat parties in 
the end '. /AllinT-ham/ 
O'Connel Street /1888. 
rcap.8vo,ppviii &80. 
:',bite buckram. 
Fairy and Folk Tales /of 
the Irish Peasantry:/ 
edited and selected by,` 
.E.Yeats /London: V alter 
Scott, 24 '::arwick Lane /Tew 
York: ̀-- horras -:illittaker/ 
Toronto: . a . Ga2;e c.: Co./ 
1888. 
Sm.cr.8vo,xx'r-26. cloth. 
11q017.0 '9g1 TA `one cio,g 
6881 
/'ÛÇ 1:)4sou,..16-1 "00 :y 
qouoa `Trce IrebG7/uopuon- 
/sq-eGinct/stueo,T J8114o 
ptre/uTsTe jo stxTaGpue.: 01,1j, 
1 z. 
1888 contd. 
($aine edition repeated in 
in 1893 with 12 illustrations 
by James Torrance) 
1389. 
Stories from Carleton: / 
'Aith an introduction /by . 
.Yeats . /London:Nalter Scott 
24 arwick Lane/hew York 
i oronto : /'.; . J . Ga R'e &Co. 
3m.er.8vo,xx &02. 
1890. 
Representative /Irish '.tales/ 
Compiled, with an intro- 
duction and Notes /by . 
Years /First( second) series/ 
(ornament) /New York x, Lon - 
don/G.P . Putnam' s Sons /i'he 
Knickerbocker Press. 
(entire title printed on a 
yellow ground and enclosed 
within a red line border) 
32 mo .I , vi& 34O; II, ivcc356 . 
Decorated boards,cloth backs 
1'h= allad of the Old Fox- 
hunter ( hast and . est, Nov) 
Street Dancers(Leis.Tr.ar) 
A Cradle Song (Sc.Obs.Apr19) 
Father Gillican(Sc.Obs . 
July5) 
The Old Pensioner (Sc .Obs . 
Nov.l5) 
The Lake Isle of Innisfree 
(Nat.Obs.Dec.13) 
Ganconah /John Sherman/ 
and /Dhoyai London, /T .r isher 
Unwin':_ aternost r Square/ 
DCCCXCI. 
24 mo,iv & 196. 
The /Countess Kathleen /and 
Various Leends and Lyrics/ 
By /W.B.Yeats / "He who tastes 
a crust of bread /tastes all 
the stars and all /the 
heavens " /Paracelsus ab 
Hohenheim /Cameo Series /T . 
riskier Un`-:in, Faternoster 
Sq /London E.C. MDCCCXCII. 
12 mo, 144. 
1891. 
1892. 
(An American edition published 
by Roberts Broth:rs, _'oston; 
Practically identical with 
+nclìsh edition = :xcept for 
title -page end publisher's 
name on back of binding. 
,. *"; ws 
1891. 
1892. 
Irish /Fairy 'males /edited 
with an introduction /by/ 
'J.F..Yeats /author of The 
anderin's of Oisin, etc/ 
Illustrated by Jack B. 
Yeats /London /T.risher 
Unwin/ 1892 . 
Fcap.Bvo,viii & 236 cloth. 
The Book /of the/Rhymers' 
Club /(Press mark) /London/ 
1kin Mathews /At the simn 
of the Todley Head /in 
Vigo street /1892/A11 
rights reserved. 
Royal 16 mo,xvi Y 94. 
Paper boards. 
In the Firelight(Leis.Fr.L,b.) 
A man who dreamed of fairyland. 
(Nat.Obs. Feb .7 ) 
A Fairy Song (Nat .Obs . 8ep .12 ) 
A rallad :Singer (The 
Pilot, Sep 12) 
nourn - and then Onward (Un.Ir. 
Oct 10) 
Kathleen (Nat.Obs Oct.31) 
An Epitaah. (Nat. Obs.Dec.12) 
Rosa .:undi (Nat.Obs.January 2) 
The Peace of the Rose (Nat. 
(Ms. Feb. 13) 
The Ohi t e Firds . ( fat . Ob s . May7 ) 
Fergus and the Druid (Nat.Obs. 
fray 21) 
A mystical prayer to the Masters 
of the ?.lements - Finvarra, 
Feac(ra, and Caolte(rv_ichael, 
Gabriel and Raphael) 
The ookman, October. 
The Rose in my Heart (Nat.Obs. 
Nov. 12) 
The Fiddler of Dooney (Bkman Dec) 
The T'wistinF of the Rope (Nat. 
Obs. Dec.24) 
1893. 
The Celtic T'wilight(in red)/ 
4ien and domen, Lhouls and 
Faeries /i y/, .B>.veatsi ith 
a frontispiece by J.3. 
Yeats /(Press mark of 
Lawrence and 1=:ullen)/ 
London: /Lawrence and 
ullen,(in red) /16, 
Henrietta Street, Covent 
Garden. /1893. 
18 mo,xii cc 212. cloth. 
1892 contd. 
':i .he /Fo:ets(in red) /aid the 
i-otry(in red)of the/ 
Century(in rad) /Charles 
hinçsley /to /James Thomson/ 
i dit ed by(in red_) Alfred 
H.Liles(in red) /Rutchinson 
and Co./ 5,Pat_rnoster 
$auare,London. 
(This and its companion 
volume which deals with 
the poets from Joanna 
} aillie to l':athilde 
blind have short notes 
by Yeats on AllinEham 
and = ll en O'Leary resply. 
1893. 
The Works /of /:,illiam 
r lake /Poetic, symbolic, 
and critical /'dited with 
Lithographs of the 
Illustrated/ "Prophetic 
Fooks ", and a ï. ̂ emoir /and 
Interpretation /by /i dwin 
John 111is /Author of 
"Fate in Arcadia "etc. /and/ 
,','illiam utler Yeats /Author 
of 'The 'b'banderinvs of 
Oisin',11he Countess 
The Dana pn Quicken Tree (Bkman 
The Celtig r wilipht (Nat .Obs . 
July 29) 
The Moods (Ekman August) 
The Fairy Host (Nat .Obs .Oct .r7 ) 
The *tolen :Fride(=kman Nov.) 
Wisdom. and Dreams (- -.kman Dec) 
1894. 










K.ethleen'etc. / "Brincf me 
to the test/ And I the matter 
will re -word, which madness/ 
ould gamble from" /Hamlet/ 
In Three Volumes /Vol I(I_, ii_I)/ 
London/Bernard + uaritch,15 
:'iccadily /139 z /(All rights 
reserved). 
Three Volumes. 
Royal 8vo. Cloth. 
The roems /of /' :;Tilliar_r_ -lake 
(in red) / -dited ber / ; .JB. 
Yeats /( Press mark of 
Lawrence and Lunen). 
London 





Charles Scribner's Sons 
(in red) 
743 & 745 '.roadway, 
1893. 
18 mo,liv 252. cloth. 
1894. 
The Scond Book /of /The 
Rhymers' Club /London: 
Elkin ì\athews and John 
Lane /New -fork: Dodd, 
Cap and bell (Nat .Obs . !arch17 ) 
The :ong of the Old Mother 
(B-man April) 
L:ra--ae- 
(The left hand side of 
the titTe page loas an 
imprint of JbeP.rdslevls 
desin for the Avenue 
There) 
small auarto r.48. paper: 
Poems/15y .L.Yeats/London: 
Published by (1.2isher 
Unwin/ko.XI:Paternost'r 
Euildings: _DOCCICV. 
(the whole forms nart of 
a desion by 




8vo, iv 46. -oards 
"h9 Celtic ,wilirht/iLen 
and women, Lhouls and/ 
',aeries/ ,.f.Yeats/ 
. ith a frontispiece by J.B. 
Yeats/ 
and Co./and London/1894. 
1895. 
( same edition published 
in America with the name 
of Copeland and Day,'=oston 




i_ead and Company/1894/All 
riQhts reserved. 
Royal 16mo xvi 136.cloth 
1895. 
A book of/Irish Verse/ to some I have talked by 
the Fire (:krrn. ay) 
-',elected from modern 
A soncr of the rosy-cross 
writers/with an intro- (-,kman October) 
duction/and notes/by ' .L. I'he Twilioht of .borFiveness 
(1 ichael Robartes asks for- 
-r-atstbuen L; Co./36 -1.17.eness because of his 
many moods) 
Essex Street, ,.C./London/ (3et. r(ev) 
1895. 
Cr. 8vo, xxviii 260 linen 
1896. 
The shadowy horss (He bids 
his beloved be at Peace) 
(Spvoy January) 
(A rench version appeared 
in Vere et Prose -arch- 
ay) 
1897. 
ahc, 3ecret Rose:(in red)/ (American edition practically 
Ly with/Illus- the same as the -nrYlish - 
trations by J../Veats/ ublishrs - Dodd, lead 
(Press mark of Lawrence and Co., hew -orL) 
Lullen)/Lawrence Eullen 
TAmited,(inred)/16 Henrietta 
6trect, Covent (arden,/Ion- 
don, _LOCCY_CVTI. 
Cr. 8vo xii 268 cloth. 
1896 co ntd . 
1897. 
The 'ravail of Passion 
(:savoy January) 
(î r =nch version in Vers et 
Prose March -may 1905) 
T'verlasting Voices (New Review, 
January) 
O'Sullivan the Red to Mary 
Lavell (Aedh tells of the perfect 
Beauty; A Poet to his beloved) 
('.The Senate, March) 
Two Poems concernin' Peasant 
Visionaries:- i. A cradle song 
The valley of the clack piggy. 
(=savoy April) 
O'Sullivan Rua to Mary Lavell 
(He remembers forgotten Beauty) 
(savoy July) 
(French version in Vers et Prose 
rïarch-may 1905) 
Windlestracas i.O' Nullivan Rua 
to the Curlew (Hanrahan reproves 
the curlew).ii. Out of the old 
days (To my heart, bidding; it 
have no fear) 
(Savoy, November) 
The Valley of lovers . (Aedh 
tells of a valley full of lovers) 
(Sat. Rev. January 9 ) 
The Blassed.(The Yellow Bk.kpril) 
The Desire of man and woman 
(iongan laments the dhange that 
has come upon him and his beloved) 
(The Dome, June) 
Song,(The poet pleads with his 
friend for old friends) 
(Sat. Rev. July 24) 
1897 contd. 
The Tables of the Law/The 




Cr. 8vo 48. cloth. 
1898. 
1899. 
The .A_nd/Among the Reeds/ 
By/::.B.Yeats/London:lkin 
kathews/Vigo Street .,1899. 
Cr. 8vo viii & 108 cloth. 
second edition of Poems, 1895) 
(American edition 
practically the same. 
Published by John 
Lane : The Bodley 




ook of Images /drawn by 
.`',:/ !orton introduced by 
.F .sY'eats /London at the 
Unicorn /Press VII Cecil 
Court . t . / :. actin' s Lane 
v_DCCCXCVIII 
'cap quarto . 62 . cloth. 
1899. 
Iiterary/Ideals in./Ireland/ 
by John { _o-linton;/'; .B.Yeats/ 
A .I . O.Larm.inie/1 ublished 
by T. Fisher UnP,Tin, London/ 
And at the Deily _xpress 
Office, Dublin. 
Long 8vo. 88.paó er covers. 
O'Sullivan the Red upon his 
:anderings (Hanrahan laments 
because of his wand rin=ds; and 
in later editions, Laid 'uiet) 
(The hew Review, Au,ust) 
Aodh to Dectora Three songs 
(Aedh hears the cry of the sedge, 
Aedh laments the loss of love, 
Aedh thinks of those who have 
spoken evil of his beloved) 
(The Dome, Lsy) 
song of :.'Tongan (?.Tongan thinks 
of his Last Greatness) 
(The Dome. October) 
Aodh pleads with the l mental 
Iowers.(The Dome December) 
ne Fisherman 
('-he Cornish i'v:aaazine, Decerlber) 
ToL 'oc? 'oqa-ert 
:Llou 
,,Tqsouaeor-i3J L3/uoqq.noor2 
/pua aoppoH :uopuoa/sq-eG 
,(;7 4/01.99,13:-. Guu_, 
DOST 
189 contd. 
. An occsional 
public ion edited by 




(':he three numbers of 
'elteinel were issued 
later in one volume pith 
wrappers by the Unicorn 
.iress in 1900) 
A Tresury/of/Irish 
Poetry/in thetnlish 
Tonp;ue/edited byftpford A. 
Frooke/andn..Rolleston/ 
London/$ith,:1der,C Co., 
15 aterloo Place/1900/ All 
ri7hts reserved. 
Cr. vivo xliv 580 cloth. 
A new revised .dition of 
IA :Hook of Irish verse'. 
The Thadowy -::aters (Zhe 
orth American Review, ;Jay) 
1QOT 




edition of 18:--)5 -dition .Ho,,,ts/(nrr,..rl-nt): 
of Poerls. 
Cr-yil_arto. 
:1- T.4-0)/ 'h re 'here is/noThipo/A 
',1 r letsr 
-) " Yeats; John lme/MOMII 
Prtirls Lane, London Cr. 8vo. viii & 100. 
-CII. uaer cover. 
Cr. P,vo. x & 23G. cloth. Limited edition. 
C'nthle.n ni voolibar/A 
play in One Act/in Prose 
by ,Yeats/( ornament 
in red)/Printed at the 
Caradoc Press Chiswick for 
A,H,Lullen 18 Cecil Court 
Lon/don 1:D0000TI 
Fett 2vo. vi (". 34 .t'9per boards. 
Ideals 1901 
Ideals in/Ireland/Ldited 




and .Yeats/London: At 
the Unicorn .1.'es/VII 
Cecil Court 
Cr. Ovo. 100 cloth. 
SAOJAIN edited/for the 
Trish Theatre/by -b.7eats/ 
i'ublished in Octoer 1901 
by/Sealy -lryers 0 alker and/ 
by T. Fisher Unwin. 
Fcap. quarto 40. Frown Daper. 
1902. 
Cuchulain of iiiirthemne:/ 
The story of the men of/ 
The Red Eranch of Ulster/ 
Arranged and put into/ 
English by Lady Gregory/ 
With a prefpce by 13. 
Yeats/London/John Murray, 
Albemarle Street/1902. 
Large cr. Ovo. xx 64 
cloth 
Under the :eon (The Spaker, 
June 15) 
Spinning Song (Broadsheet,Jan) 
The Polly of being Comforted 
(The Speaker, Jenuary 11) 
'Away' (Fort. Rev. April) 
Baile and Aillinn (The ionthly 
Review, July) 
Adam's Curse (Month. Rev. Dec) 
190, 
Ideas of Good 9nd(in red)/ 
Lvil(In red) Ly .Yeats/ 
red) 47 Great 
Rassel/ltreet, London,+,v.e. 
MCMIII 
cr. 8vo. viii - 42. ..-eer 
boards -rith cloth back. 
here 
' h-re is i,othinrY:/ 
being Volume One of lays/ 
for an Irish Theatre: by/ 
Bullen, 47, Jrcat/Aussell 
treet, 
Cr. 8vo. xii & 132. l'aner 
boards with cloth back. 
A new edition of ' 11-)re 
There is Lothino-'(,acmillan 
and Company New vork) 
also a lar%e paper udition 
on Japan caper limited 
to 100 copies. 
Revised and enlai7ed 
edition of '111:,i Celtic 
lvrili ht. 
Ideas of Good and/_Lvil. 
By ..B.YeatsAhe ,lac- 
millan Company/New 
York MCMIII. 
(same as L-1711-h edition) 
190? contd. 
Saiohain: An occasional/ 
review edited by 
`I eats /_ ubli shed in October 
1902 b7/3ea1y Fryers a.lker 
and /by 'i' .1i i sh er J nwin . 
'cap. quarto. 32. parer. 
1903. 
Samhain: An occasional/ 
Review edited by .E. 
Ye a t s /.`ubli she d. in Sept- 
ember 1903 /by Sealy ;_risers 
Walker/and by T.Fisher 
Unwin . 
F can . quarto. 76 . paper. 
The Old men admiring themselves 
in the Water (The Pall hiall 
iv<agazine, Jan.) 
The Old Age of queen iv aeve 
(Fort. Rev. April) 
Cathleen, the daughter of 
Hoolihan(song of Red Hanrahen) 
(A Broadsheet, April) 
The Happy Townland(Rider from 
the north) 
(The Weekly critical Review, 
June) 
The Dream of the ':.orld' s :end 
(The Green Sheaf ¿!o .11) 
a 1903 CO_n_tC . 
In the Seven oods: being 
poems /chiefly of the Irish 
Heroic Arlo/ ,fir illie n s=utler 
Yeats /' --he l'Ain Ener Press/ 
liundrum , C : -I I1 
8vo. viii & 68. Linen with 
paper label. 
(725 copies only) 
The Hour Glass /a oralityl/ 
s-/ S.B.Yeats /London ,m. 
Heinemann, 21 Bedford St., 
'.0./190 .. 
Decay 8vo. 16. 
(only 12 copies printed 
for purposes of copyrich.t) . 
1904. 
The Hour- Glass, Cathleen/ 
ni Hoolihan, The i'ot of/ 
Broth: Being volume Two 
of/ Plays for an Irish 
Theatre : /B:y .!-;.Yeats/ 
London:A.H._-.ullen, 47, 
Great/Russell Street, 7.C. 
1904. 
Cr .8vo .viii &84 .paper boards 
and cloth back. 
In the even .00ds% 
r ein9- Poems chiefly of 
the/Irish Heroic AfTe/ 
Ey/: :. . ÿ-e a t s/-R ew York/ 
''The iv_acrlillan Company/ 
London:ï:a.cmillan & Co., 
Ltd./1903/All ri7hts 
reserved. 
Cr.Bvo vi :., 90 cloth. 
The Hour-Glass/And other 
plays /Being volume 2 of 
days for /an Irish 
Theatre /may /'.l .5_7-eats/ 
ITew York /The _iaci«illan 
Company/London : IJa cmi l l an 
°c Co., Ltd. /1904 /all 
ri ht s reserved 
Globe 8vo viii ëc 116 cloth. 
(another ditipn of 100) 
1904. 
Gods and Fi:rhtinr- a.= en: /'ihe 
story of the ri ;iatha de Danaan . 
and of the Fianna /of Ireland, 
arranged and /put into ï-nglish 
by Lady /Grecory. 1'ith a preface/ 
by A . L' .Yea is /London /John . urray, 
Albemarle Street, . /1904. 
Large Cr. 8vo. xxviii 8° 480. 
 'a. , q 
1904 contd. 
she 'inm's T'hreshold:andi 
On bails's -'trand: ._:einm/ 
Volume Three of Plays /for 
an Irish ' 'hestre: 
Yeats /London: x,H.Lullen, 
47, Great /Russell Street, 
;v.C. 1904. 
Cr. 8vo. viii & 120. paner 
boards with cloth back. 
Stories of Red F:ianrahan by/ 
':illiam Lutter Yeats /The Dun 
Liner tress /Dundru?n 
8vo. viii 64. paper 
boards with linen back. 
(500 copies only) 
(New and revised edition of 
'Poems', 1895) 
The Ling' s }ire shold /A 
Play in verse/By/.13. 
-eats /ri ev York/Printed 
for private circulation/ 
1904. 
medium 8vo x 58. 
Grey boards. 
(Printed on cream - 




Samhain: An occasional/ 
review edited by .- .Yeats/ 
Published in December 1904/ 
Sealy Bryers ¿ ' >:'alker /and 
i' .riseer Unwin. 
rcap cuarto. 56. paper. 
1905. 
Samhain:An occasional/ 
review edited by `:', . F>.Yeats/ 
Trois Poernes d'Amour: Le 
Travail de la Passion; Les 
Published in November 1905/ Chevaux de l'ombre; O'Sullivan 
by iraunsel 8, Co. Ltd., /end Rua á iv_arie Lavell (Translated 
A.H.rull en. by Stuart i..errill ) 
(Vers et Prose, ;larch -Lay) 
chu en Ldaine (iiiaclure' s maga- 
zine, September) 




Poems, 1899- 1905(in red) / " _s Poetical orks /of/ 
Yy 'YV.B.Yeats /London: A.H. },'illiam B. Yeats /In 'iwo 
Bullen /u.blin: itaunsel U, Volumes /Volume I /Lyrical 
Co. Ltd /1906. r o ems /New York/The i 
Cr. 8vo. xvi 280. cloth millan Company /London: 
acmillan Co .Ltd./ 
1906 /All rights reserved. 
cr. 8vo. xiv 340. cloth 
1905 contd. 
J. . $yn ge . `.pith an intro -/ 
duction by 'W'W.B.Yeats. Be -/ 
ing Volume Four of Plays/ 
for an Irish Theatre/ 
London: A.H.bullen, 47,/ 
Great /Russell Street, 
.0. 1905. 
Cr. 8vo. xviii & 92. Paper 
boards with cloth back. 
1906. 
Poems /of /Spenser /selected 
and with /an Introduction 
by /. B. Yeats./T.C. &: E.C. 
Jack/Edinburgh. 
(The whole forms part of a 
design by A. S. Harcourt) 
Sm. cr. 8vo. xlviii 292 
cloth 
Samhein: An occasional /review 
edited by ,'¡.B.Yeats /Published 
in December 1906 /by Maun.sel 
Co. Ltd./Dublin. 
Fcap . quarto. 40. paper. 
Never give all the heart. 
(lsaclure's magazine, December) 
Against :5itchcraft ('The 
Sh.anachie' Spring) 
The praise of Deirdre(' The 
Shana chi e' Spring) 
1907. 
The Shadowy Waters /By W.B. 
Yeats /Acting version, /As 
first played at the Abbey 
Theatre, December 8th,1906/ 
A.H._ullen, /47 Great Russell 
Street, London, .0./1907. 
cr. 8vo. 28. paper cover. 
Deirdre by ' =.B.Yeats /Being 
Volume rive of Plays /for an 
Irish Theatre /London: A.H. 
Bullen /Dublin: ïsaunsel cc Co. 
Ltd. /1907. 
cr. 8vo. viii 48 .Paper boards 
with cloth back. 
'Discoveries; A volume of ±.ssays/ 
By William Butler Yeets/(woodcut)/ 
Dun Bmer Press /Dundrum /MCMVII. 
8vo. xvi & 56. Paper boards with 
linen back) 
(200 copies only) 
The Poetical orks/of/ 
William B .Yat s /ïn Two 
Volumes /Volume II/ 
Dramatical Poems /Few 
'or1 /[he iïacmillan Com- 
pony /London:,acmi1lan 
Co. Ltd. /1907 /All 
rithts reserved. 
cr. 8vo. x 528. 
4 
1906 contd. 
(The Arrow. Jibed by 
.;1. B. Yeats) 
1907. 
The Arrow No.3.(February 
23, 1907) 
1909. 
Poems Lyrical and Narrative /Being the First volume 
of the /Collected ':úorks in Verse and /Prose of '' illiam 
Sutler pets /Imprinted at they Shekespeare /1 ead Press 
Stratford- on- Avonfvi0iIVIII /London: /Chapman c.: Hall/ 
Limited. 
(The underlined portion is in red) 
Demy.3vo. Vellum. ix & 244. 
The Kin, }'s Threshold.On /sile's Strand. Deirdre /Sh.dowy 
v aters . seing/The Second Volume of /The Collected 'a orks 
in /Verse & Erose of a illiam/tutler Yents.imprinted/at 
the Shakespeare Head /cress Stratford -on- kvon /CMVIII/ 
London: /Chapman & Hall /Limited. 
(Uniform with Vol.I). E.258. 
The Countess Cathleen. The /Land of Heart's Desire. _'? 
Unicorn from the Stars. e -/ing The Third Volume ,_o_i P_d/ 
Collected Works in Verse /.end Prose of 'Gilliam P:utler/ 
Yeats. Imprinted at the /Shakespeare mead cress/Stra_tDrc.- 
on Avon /MCMVIII /London: / Chapman & Hall /Limited. 
(Uniform with Vol.I) x.239. 
The Hour -Glass. Cathleen A/_- Houlihan. The Golden 
Helmet /The Irish Dramatic ovement /Leine the Fourth 
Volume of /The Collected ..orks in Verse & /arose of 
hilliam 'butler Yeats / Imprinted at The Shakespeare /Plead 
cress Stratford -on-Rvon /Ï CMVIII /London: /Chsoman c>: 
Aall /Limited. 
(Uniform ith Vol.I). 
The Celtic Twilight and, ctol i.es of coed Hanrah,,n /Eeinc 
the Fifth Volume of /The Collet4 -e' hhorks in Verse and 
Prose of .iilliam /Sutler Yeats.lmprinted /..t the Shakespeare 
Bead /Press Stratford -on- Avon /IVCMVIII /London: /Chs.nmsn 
a Hall /Limited. 
(Uniform with Vol.1) .(vi) & 261. 
Ideas of Úood L nd Lvil /:ein the Sixth Volume of /The 
Collected Works_in /Verse and rr. ose of .qilli am i;utler 
Yeats. Imprinted at the Shakespeare Head /Press Stratford - 
on -.von/ iC VIII /London: /Ch--r'w - n & Hall /Limited. 
(Uniform ,:ith Vol.I) P(i0& 266. 
The Secret Hose.-cosa hlchem- /ica.The `,ables of the Law. 
The /hd.oration of the [iagi.dolln /Sherrnan and Choya..beinp The/ 
Seventh Volume of The Col- /lected .corks in Verse : Prose/of 
Gilliam Sutler Yeats . Inn- /-printed et the Shakespeare /Head. 
tress Stratford -on- kvon /ivlCtVIII /London:Chapman Hall /Limited. 
([ Uniform with Vol.I) r.299. 
Discoveries.Edmund Spenser /Poetry .and Tradition; & Other/ 
Essays. being the eighth volume /Of The Collected ',dorks in 
Verse/8; erose of Allies). butler Yeats /Imprinted at the 
Shakespeare /Head tress Stratford -on- kvon /ïdtC; "VIII /London:/ 
Chapman & Hall /Limited. 
(Uniform with Vol.I.) r. vi & 287. 
1908.contd. 
_ and Ireland: _psays 'Lhe Unicorn from/jibe star s/ 
.'eats and Lionel/ And other Dlays/-Y/ illiam 
(device)/Cuala i'ress/ Yeats/ard/Lady Gregory/ 
Churchto'n/Dundruco/iCMVIII. New York/he Lacmi11an 
naarto, xvi 64. saner bds. Cwoany/1908/All rights 
(250 copies only) reserved. 
8 vo. xiv 210. cloth. 
The Golden Helmet/y/ 
William cutler Yeats/ 
Published/I7/John 111inn/ 
'te_,w York 1908. 
&IT X - 
1 
pa-,)er bds. 
(Edition, limited to 50 
copies not for sale) 
1909. 
(An American edition of 
Land of Hearts Desire was 
publishedkY 
and a limited edition 
by osher; there were 




The Oreen Helmet and other/ 
Poems by ;illin Butler 
Yeats/(woodcut)/The Cuala 
Pre s s /Churchtown /Dundrum_/ 
CMX. 
uarto. xvi & 48. 
Paper boards light canvas 
back. (450 copies) 
1911. 
Synge and the Ireland of 
his/ Time by `::illiam Butler 
Yeats kith a note concerning 
a- walk /through Connemara 
with him /By Jack Butler 
Yeats/(woodcut)/The Cuala 
Press /Churchtown /Dundrum/ 
MCMXI. 
juarto. xvi cc 56. Grey paper 
boards G, linen back. 
350 copies only. 
1912. 
The Land of /Heart's Desire/ 
Fy /;¡i . B.Y eat s /London /l' stier 
Unwin /Adelphi Terrace /1912. 
1910 
1912 
Gïtanjali (in red)/ 
(Song offerings) /By/ 
Rabindranath Tagore/ 
Two Poems 
1. Youth and Age 
(The Coming of 
Wisdom). 
2. To a Certain 
Country House in 
Time of Change 
(Upon a House Shaken 
by the Land of 
Agitation). 
(McLure's Magazine, Dec.) 
8 vo. P.47. paper covers. 
Foems(in red) /-.y/W.B. 'Yeats 
(in red) /London /'..Fisher 
TJnwin(in red) /Adelphi 
Terrace /1912. 
8vo. xxvi & 322. 
The Countess /Cathleen/ Ey/ 
.Yeats /T. Asher ürwin/ 
Adelphi Terrace/1912. 
P.128. paper covers. 
1912 contd. 
1913. 
Poems written in Discourage -/ 
ment, by .Yeats /1912 -1913/ 
Cuala Press /Lundrum /1913. 
6 X 54 . p.8. grey parer wrappers. 
(The edition limited to 100 
copies was not for sale. There 
is no copy in the British 
ì,useum or The National Library 
of Scotland) 
The Cutting /of an Agate/ 
y /.illian Butler Yeats/ 
Author of 'Ideas of Good 
and /:evil' etc. /.New York/ 
The ;.:a.c nillan Company/ 
1912/All rights reserved. 
8vo. x 262. green paper 
boards. 
(!;_acinillans had an 
American edition of 
'The Green IIelmet 
other Poems') 
(A selection from the Love Poetry of 
Yeats was published by The Cuala Press 
for subscribers only. 8vo.P.30) 
1912 contd. 
a Collection of Prose 
Translation made /by the 
author from the /Original 
Bengali /with an Intro- 
duction by/.B. Yeats/ 
London /Irinted et the 
Chiswick Press for/The 
India Society /1912 
1914. 
The Hour Glass /By /:..L.Yeats/ (An Ari,rican edition 
(privately printed)/50 copies of ' tori T,s of Red 
only. 
8vo. iii 37. grey pazer published by iacmillan) 
wrappers. 
Hanrahan atc.' kvas 
The édition, limited to 50 
copies, was not for sale. 
There is no copy of this in 
the British i,_useum or in the 
National Library of cotland) 
Responsibilities: Poems 
and a /Play by William :Butler 
Yeats/(woodcut)/he Cuala 
ress /Churchtown /Dundrum, 
CiciXIV . 
wuarto . xvi es 88. rey paper 
boards & linen backs 
400 copies only. 
1915. 
Reveries over childhood and/ 
Youth by illíaxn. Butler Yeats/ 
(,woodcut) /The Cuala Press/ 
Chur cht o wn /Dundruin /i: CMXV . 
Quarto. xii 132. paper bords 
and linen back. 
(425 copies only) 
1916. 
Responsibilities /and other 
poems /by /William = utler 
Yeats /` :.acmillan and Co., 
Limited /St.i:.artin's Street, 
London /1916 . 
8vo . xii cc 18P. 
aster, 1916 /y /.B .Yea_ts . 
(title parce wording en- 
closed in black line border). 
10 X 7. p.vi & 10. pacer 
wrappers. 
The edition, which consisted 
of 25 copies, was not for sale. 
Reveries over /childhood and 
Youth / v /illiam butler Yeats / 
.acmillan and Co.,Limited /St. 
+artin's Street, /London /1916. 
8vo. x & 213. cloth. 
a.cm.illans b-fought out 
an American edition_ of 
'Responsibilities' and 
'Reveries over Childhood 
and Youth') 
:i ght /Poems /by /W B Yeats/Tran- 
scribed by /bdward Pay /Published 
by/_Hbrmw/at the M6rland :Cress Ltd./ 
190 bbury Street London S.W. (the 
title page is printed in red). 
1916 contd. 
:_uarto 
. p.24. wranners . 
(200 copies of which 8 were on 
Dutch hand -made paner, 70 on 
Japanese vellum, and 122 on 
Italian hand --made paner) 
1917. 
The Wild Swans at Coole, /Other 
verses and a Flay /in verse, by 
.B.Yeats /i'he Cuala 'Tess/ 
Churchtown /Dundrum/iviC_v VII. 
Quarto. xii c 52. paper boards.. 
400 copies. 
1918. 
Nine Poems /by /r'.Ti."'- ats /Londoni (An American edition 
rrivetely printed by Clement of ' er Arnica Silentia 
Shorter /October 1918. (all in Lunae, published by 
black line border) i,acmillans. Limited 
10 Y 7 . n . ii tc 18. paner wrappers. edition) 
The edition, ,vhich consisted of 
25 copies, not for sale. 
Per Amica /Silentia Lurae /By/ 
:illiam Butler Yeats /!víacmillan 
and Co. Limited /St. martins' 
Street, London /1918. 
8vo. viii « 96. cloth. 
OD 
( S aZa:; S i S3joog 
a.S S iP LJOIS auq. Jo bJBJaTr( 
uJapo au i uT pausTTc{ncI s'em 
a saTeT xToJ pue 1iJT. uSTJT_ , 




The Cutting of /An ATate /`_-y (An American edition 
, .B.veats /, acmillan and Co. of 'Ihe `..ild vans 
Limited/St. :martin's Street, at Coole' publ_i_shd 
London / 1919. by ï.acmill_ans ) 
8vo. viii fc 223. cloth. 
Two plays for Dancers /By 
ti` .B .Yeats /( woodcut) /'he 
Cuala Press /M6MXIX. 
c:Luarto . viii & 44. paper 
boards and linen back. 
400 copies. 
1920. 
ï;achael Robartes and the /Dancer, 
By illiam Butler /Yeats /(woodcut 
in red) /The Cuala Press /Chúrchtown/ 
Dundrum /ïVICMXX . 




Four Plays /for dancers/by/V.B. 
Yeats /ï1ïacmillan and Co .Limited/ 
St. Martin's Street, London/1921. 
(An American edition 
by itia.cmilláns appear- 
ed simultaneously) 
(An American edition 





8vo. xiv :z 140. pa,)er boards (Sc 
buckram back. 
Four Years/by/William '=sutler 
Yeats /(woodcut in red)/The 
Cuala Press /Chuechtown/ 
Dundrum /CR,XXI . 
'_?uarto. iv & 96. paper boards 
and linen back. 
400 copies. 
1922. 
Plays in /Prose and verse/written 
for an Irish Theatre, /a.nd 
generally with the help of 
a friend /by /v4 .B .Yeats /1v a.cmillan 
and Co. limited/St. Martin's 
Street, London /1922. 
8vo. xii & 452. cloth. 
Later Poems /by /'.'..Yeats /ac- 
milla.n and Co.Limited /St. 
_artin's Street, London /1922. 
8vo. xvi 368. cloth. 
The /Player >!ueen /by /i; .B.Yeats/ 
-Aacmillan and Co. Limited /St. 
rartin's Street, London /1922. al& 
4 
1921. 
'All Souls' Night' (Printed es 
an epilogue to 'A Vision') 
The London Mercury. March. 
'Thoughts upon the State of 
the World' 
The 1Jial. September. 
'Thoughts upon the present State 
of the World' (Ninteen Hundred. 
and Ninteen) 
London Mercury. November. 
. , - : 
1922 contd. 
8vo. ii & 62. paper wrappers 
Seven Poems and a Era pmentjBy 
illiara butler Yeats /(.woodcut in 
red) /The Cuala Pre ss /Dundri /i' CïrXXII . 
Quarto. xii & 32. paper boards. 
500 copies. 
The 'Trembling /of the Veil /y/ 
W.B.Yeats /London /Privately 
printed for subscribers only 
by/T. Werner Laurie , Ltd /1922 . 
8vo. x 248. paper boards. 
1923. 
1924. 
The Cat and the Moon and /certain (There were several 
Poems: by William /Butler Yeats/ American editions: 
1923. 
'Meditations in time of Cißril 
War' . (The Dial, January) 
(The same poem appeared in 
The London Mercury) 
1924. 
'The Cat and the Moon' 
(The Dial, July) 
'he same poem appeared in 
The Criterion' of July) 
1925 contd. 
he of Sweden: /A 
meditation, and a lecture/ 
Delivered before the itoyal/ 
]wedish Academy and certain./ 
notes by William- :utter 'Yeats/ 
(woodcut in red) /ih.e Cuala 
Press /Dublin, Ireland/MCMXXV. 
quarto. xiv 54. Paper boards 
with linen back. 
1926. 
Estrangement: being some 
fifty /Thouo'hrs froma diary 
kept by/ illiam Butler Yeats 
in the year /nineteen Hundred 
and nine /(woodcut in red) / 
The Cuala Press /Dublin, 
Ireland /A CkXXVI . 
quarto. xvi 40. _.'apex boards 
with liner back. 
1927. 
Stories of/ted Ranrahan/And/ 
The Secret Rose/ Feats;. 
Illustrated and decorated/13y 
Nora AcGuinness /( drawing)/ 
1 =-acmillan and Co . , I in it ed/ 
(A limited autographed 
edition of 'Autibio- 
9'raphies; tevries 
over childhood and 
youth, and The Trembling 
1926. 
1( 27. 




a Prefatory Letter by 
Yeats/London and Boston/ . 
The IWedici Society. 
ti;;_ore songs of an Old Courit,:oymant 
(London ;;:ercury. April) 
'Two Son 73 from the Old Country- 
men' 
Four Songs from 
men'. 
the Young Country- 
(The London mercury, 1,_ay) 
1927 contd. 
St .'artin' -2,treet. London/ 
1927. 
8vo. viii L 182. cloth. 
Auustan hooks of/ n7lish 
i'oetry/second deries number 
four/.,.B.Yeats/London: 
Frnest Benn Ltd./13ouverie 
House, f,leet Street. 
(The whole set in a desirsn) 
7)1. .hite paper covers. 
Poems/L-7/ 
Unwin rnest i.enn 
Limited)/J3ouverie House, 
Ileet Street, Iondon/1927. 
Cr. 8vo. xii 23. cloth. 
1928. 
ihe 'd:ower/bv/W.E.Yeats/ 
ivacmillan and 0o.,Limited/ 
St . :,artints t:ileet, London/ 
1928. 
8vo. vi 110.cloth. 
The -1-'ath of se/ 
And other passajes from 
of the Vell'.(acmillan) 




by iacmillan and Company 
Ltd. New York) 
(An American edition 
of Oedipus for the modern 
sta7e. Lacmillan. 
12mo. vi 61 
1927 contd.. 
he Tower' 
(he Criterion, June) 
tA.flong Schoolchildren' 
(The London Lercury, Auqust) 
(he same poem appeared in 
'rzho Dial' for Aurr.ust) 
1928 contd. 
An old/Diary, T illiam 
Yeats/(drawin7)»zhe Cuala i-res s/ 
xx 35. er boards 
with linen back. 
'fhree things/y W.E.ïeats/ 
(drawin)/Drawin7s by Gilbert 
Thencer. 
gager 7raz))er. 
Selected 2oems/Lyrical a ©d 
larrative/y/. :Yeats/ 




8vo. x L 207. cloth. 
Benn's Litrary/Idited 
by "dward G. Hawke, 
1B.7--!ats/rhe Land of II-art's 
Lesire/The Countess/Cathleen/ 
Lonflor: ;rrest Penn Ltd./ 
1929. 
(A limited autop7raphed 
--'dition of The indin 
7rtair (octavo,40pFA wes 
-published by Cayme 
:ress) 
'111-s_et ind Stair/-'77/ 
;Mats oubi qher q 
9 rk ) /1evr York/1 'he 
Fountain Press,/ 
uarto viii 
(64P copies of which 
GOO num, ereci and sismed 
br bhe author) 
1928. 
Sophocles' /Kinv Oedipus /A 
Version for the Modern Stage/ 
13y /W.3.Yeats /Macmill n and Co., 
Limited/St. Martin's Street, 
London/1928. 
taper wrapper. P.61. 
-Pgruoo 
310-3ci. usuTT p-Lre 
slirsoq asdtj 04,16a-!.: 
'ITYYTTOVPu-GTJI 'LITT0,1:17 
13T-Alo sq,/soreemc 
-L140/pu-6 sd.a-claad OTSITO joj spao 
=-21oct uGuTT 
1,paiic)(4 9T7 TTTAH *04,1-611:6 
7.7/7,7To-r.h.f/pU a" 9,1T 
T -LIVE; s ej if l-eno q.-rlopo oia 
LaL Gsoad uT .6",id 
E)p-EJA -paoov 
/-6 LUOJJ 40"8,T4XG U-sj- :21DU91:JIJ ST21 
/1-Y."0 sG4a,sgo).1, Te-eclo-17 JO 2T,1-0 
-440To .9(=,31°J .0A(8 








:-editations upon Death. 
Crazy Jane the dancers 
Crazy Jane the bishop. 
Crazy Jane reproved. 
('-'he London ì ercury, November ) 
1931 
Bishop >erkeley /Hi s 
life, writings, and/ 
Philosophy /By /J . ivi. Hone and 
M.M.Rossi /úvith an introduction/ 
by/A.B.-Yeats/London/Faber 
and Faber Limited/ 24 
3ussell Square. 
8vo. xxx & 286. cloth. 
The/:indin7 tair/And other 
Poems/b7/Ye9ts/acmillan 
eld Co:pi-pan:7 LtdPt. Martin's 
Strect,London/193,7. 
8vo. x & 101. cloth. 
77-&7d-cate(72.. l'oelps/of/ 
Yeats/aamillan a d C.,Limitd/ 
St. Lartinis Street, London-/ 1936. 
8vo. xvi & 474. 
(reprinted, 1934 & 1935) 
1934 
The/Collected Flays/of/ 
W.E.Yeats/Lacmillan and Co., 
Limited/t.artin's Street, 
London/134 









xvii 478. cloth. 
2.elected Poems. 12no. 
cloth. 
Letters to the New Island/ 
By/j.. illian Cutler Yeats/ 




Harvard University rec_s/ 
19:z4 . 
1. xiv cloth. 
194. 
Ale/ 017 ountain/teinv 
Lbe story of A/ il-rilacre 
o tbe Ls1r-e ;.-nas/And of 
initiation/On kount kqilas 
in Tibet/Biy_har-ran Shri 
Famsaí,ranslatedi,,rom the 
I arRthi By/Shri 
Swrni/t. ith an introduction 
By/ .H.Yeats/London/laber and 
Faber Limjt-d/24 Russell 
Square. 
8vo. i'.243. cloth. 
Tupernatural 3onFxst 
Rihb at the tomb of Baile and 
Aillinn. 
Ribh 1)refers an older Aleolog7. 
Ribh considrs Christian love 
insufficient. 
7e and she. 
The four acres of 
Coniunctions. 
A needle's Fye. 
('the London ilercury, December) 
1935 contd. 
A 16u1l moon/in.,_arch/ by / 
i2.Yeats/.acAllan and Co Ltd/ 
1935. 
8vo. viii 70. cloth. 
(new edition of collected 
l'oems.) 
Dramatis 1ersonae/1896-19C)2/ 
lastrengement/The Death of 
Syne/The Fiounty of :Sweden/ 
acmillan and Co.Ltd./1936. 
8vo. viii 130. Paper 
boards 7Jith linen back. 
1936. 
1937 
The/bine" s Threshold/!:y/.B. 
.Yeatsb,Lacmillan and Co.,Limited/ 
bt.k,artints Street,London/1937. 
65-114. paper 
(An American ,clition 
by acmillan) 
(Am.erican edn. of ''he 
0.7-ford gook of i,,odern 
VF.rse, Oxford 
University Press,oronto. 
(An Aicerican edition 




:.elections/from/The i- oems /of'/ 
Dorothy e17 es1ev/ >ith an intro- 
duction by/. _. . Y e .^ t s /and a Lraw- 
. 
in s u,T/ _ ir. : illi2n Rothenstein/ 
London/_:_acmillan and Co .Ltd/ 
1936. 8vo,xvii-i 126.cloth. 
The Oxford Fook /of .;odern Verse/ 
- 1935 /Chosen by /W. .;;eats/ 
Oxford /At the Clarendon . ress /1936 . 
8vo. xlviii 450. cloth. 
1937. 
The Ten /rrinciral Upanishads /rut 
into En:lish by /Shree turohit Swami,/ 
and. /,.h.Yeats /Faber and Faber Limited/ 
24 Fussell Square /London. 
8vo. 1.159. cloth. 
1937 contd. 
avine One -,-.ct days /by/ ..Yeats/Mac- 
millan and Co., Ltd. /St.'- artin's 
Street, London /1937. 
8vo. vi 217. cloth. 
aCaVs/Ev ':v.L.Yeats/1931 to 1976/ 
(device) /The Cuala tress /:Dublin, 
Ireland /1937. 
wart. r.13a-,er bds.o:línen back. 
1938. 
The Herne's gg /A stame clay/ 
by /:, . .Ye ts /London /t. acmi_llan 
and Co.Ltd /1938. 
8vo. vi ¿ 73. cloth. 
New roems:by .,.B.Yeats /(drawinc 
The Cuala 'cress /Dublin, Ireland/ 
ïC::iÁXxVIII. 
,_uarto. xxxii 39. rarer 
boards with linen back. 
/ 
('Autobiogr +phy,consisting 
of L everies over Child- 
hood and Youth,'The 
Trembling of the Veil', 
and 'Dramatis Per9on ;:.e' 
cmillan). 
( Herne's Epyr and other 
clays. 8vo. 136. 
_.':acmillan) 
(Herne's E`;. 'acmillan) 
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